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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
This story is absolute fiction | make no claims whatsoever to the names, characters, or bands referred to 


here. | write out of the greatest love and admiration for these musicians 


Don't Look Into 


The Eyes of a Stranger 


Prologue 


~K 


That man was standing across from the bus stop again. Janick felt an involuntary shiver rush up his spine and 


he deliberately turned away. For the past week, he had noticed a solitary figure standing next to the bushes at 


the edge of the park across from the bus stop almost every night on his way home from work. Ordinarily, 
there would be nothing odd about a man simply standing on the pavement, but this was an out-of-the-way 
bus stop in an industrial area that was generally deserted at this hour. Janick gave the man only a passing 
thought, sitting on the bench to wait for the connecting bus. It was well after 2:00 AM. as he had volunteered 
to stay after to help old man Jenkins close the bar. Jan had a long bus ride with two connections to and from 
work but still, it was better than being on the street. This he knew without a doubt - he had been living on 
the streets not long before. 


A movement caught the corner of his eye and he glanced up to see the shadowy figure across the street 
hurrying away into the darkness as the bus approached. He'd noticed the same thing a few other times - 
obviously, the man hadn't been waiting for the bus. Odd, but like every big city, London held a lot of odd sorts. 
Ten minutes later Janick was climbing the steps to his room, anxious for bed. He had put the shadowy man at 


the bus stop completely out of his mind. 
~*~ Chapter One ~*~ 


Janick Gers was 26 years old and had been come to London from his home in a small northern seaport almost 
two years before with dreams of stardom, like so many others. He knew he was an excellent guitarist and the 
band he's been with up north, White Spirit, enjoyed a strong following until they broke up. He still felt a 
lingering regret about that. He and his mate Crash, the band's drummer, had founded the band while still in 
school and for a few years, things had looked promising. Then the usual infighting set in as well as some 
substance abuse amongst the members and everything fell apart. Janick had no part in that, his drug of 
choice was simply good beer, but when the money started coming in so too did temptations, and others, 
including Crash, succumbed. Unwilling to just give up his dream, Janick did the only thing he could and set out 
to find a new band. And where better than London? 


Only it hadn't been that easy. Yes, he was good. He's been told that at audition after audition. But so were 
hundreds of others. And Janick was unwilling to compromise. He could have found work with a pop band or a 
cover band, but he was a hard rock and metal guitarist. It wasn't a case of stubbornness, though he could be 
as stubborn as they come. It was simply a case of having to live with himself. And yes, he could have gone 
back home. Home to a dead-end job as a store clerk or tradesman, admitting he had failed. Janick wasn't a 
quitter. He stayed in the city. He stayed until his money ran out, then had to pick up random odd jobs and 
apply for a busking license. Busking brought in some money, but not enough to pay the rent. When winter came 


he found himself sleeping in doorways, cold and wary, never sleeping well because he knew the streets were 


filled with danger. 


It was while busking one evening he was first propositioned. He wasn't familiar enough with the city to know 
that the street corner he'd chosen that night was in an area known for gay nightlife. He laughed off the first 
proposition, but more followed. Later toward midnight when the crowds had thinned a tall, well-built man with 
long, thick dark hair approached him and tossed several large notes in his guitar case. Janick had smiled at the 
man and played a few requests, then between songs the man began chatting him up. He was quiet-spoken, 
warm and friendly, but when he told Janick he would pay him two hundred quid if Janick let him suck him off, 
Janick had simply stared. 


"Wait a minute," Janick stammered. "You're willing to pay me to let you ...? 


The man laughed softly and spread his hands, "What can | say? | like sucking cocks and you're a good-looking 


bloke. No worries; if you aren't interested, just say so." 


Janick almost automatically said no way, then he caught himself. He didn't have to do anything, he reasoned. 
The guy would be doing all the work. He just had to sit there. And two hundred quid! He could rent a room for 
a week and have a hot meal every day with that kind of money. God, was he actually considering this?!? 


The man saw him hesitate and smiled, putting out his hand, "lm lan. I'm harmless; you can ask anyone. 


Everyone around here knows me. How about three hundred?" 
Janick's mouth fell open with astonishment and without even realizing it, he felt himself nodding. 


lan hadn't been kidding; everyone around there did know him. He took Janick to a cafe, somehow sensing that he 
hadn't had a decent meal in days, and the staff was obviously familiar with him. Then, to Janick's complete 
amazement, lan made a call and a driver picked him up shortly in a subtly luxurious Jaguar, taking him to a 
penthouse only a few minutes away. Janick was half in shock that he was really doing this and lan mistook his 


shock for trepidation 


"We don't have to go to my place if you're worried about your safety. Hell, | want you bad enough | would go 
down on you right here in the car!" 


Janick gave a nervous glance at the stoic driver and gulped, "N..no, your flat is fine. l.l trust you." 


And the odd thing about it was, he did. lan was probably twenty years older than he was, but he was 
attractive and there was a sense of something vulnerable about him, something that told Janick that he wasn't 
doing this simply for sex but that he was lonely. By the time they got to his rather posh flat Janick's nerves 
were being replaced by a sense of excitement. Janick was no stranger to sexual experimentation with either 
sex, but it had all been lighthearted high-school stuff, playful gropes and awkward drunken kisses from his 
bandmates or even more awkward dates with local girls. This was something completely different, but it had 
been a very long time since Janick had been in any kind of sexual situation at all. lan poured them both a glass 


of wine and Janick realized he was getting turned on. 


lan was kind, taking his time to chat with Janick all the while sitting so close Jan could feel his warmth and 
smell his expensive cologne. Jan learned he was a property developer but lan didnt try to impress Janick with 
his wealth, instead turning the conversation to small talk. Jan had been right lan was a lonely man. When lan 


finally kissed him, Jan didnt think of pulling away. 


What followed was the best blowjob Janick had ever had. lan had some serious skills and Jan was writhing in 


abandon on the sofa long before they moved into the bedroom. After what seemed like a very few minutes, 


Jan had an explosive orgasm. He almost felt guilty. Catching his breath as lan wrapped his arms around hin, it 
was several minutes before he trusted himself to speak. 


Was itPIP,|. Was it over too fast? 
lan laughed softly in his ear and placed a chaste kiss on his cheek, No, dear boy, not at all. It was wonderful. 


Yes, butPIP.\well, what did you get out of it? Jan knew he was blushing, but the idea of taking money from 


this man was nagging at his conscience. 


lan laughed outright now, You were too distracted to notice, but dont worry, | got off. Do you want to sleep 
here tonight? | dont usually let people sleep over, but | have a feeling you have nowhere else to go. Jan knew 
that lan really meant that he generally got his kicks then took boys back to where he found them, and he was 
grateful for the offer. A warm euphoria lingered from the incredible orgasm and he felt sleep trying to 


overtake him. 
If you let me stay, he heard himself say, we can do this again in the morning. 


And that was the beginning. lan took him back to the street corner the next day after a leisurely morning of 
playing between the sheets but never once did the big man suggest anything more than fondling Jan and giving 
him a blow job. Returning to his usual routine was almost a letdown after that surreal night, but less than a 
week later Jan had looked up and seen lan again in the crowd, watching as he played his guitar and a street not 
far from where they had first met. He had instinctively smiled, and another night of pleasure and several 


hundred pounds followed. 


Because lan was so well known in the area, others couldnt help but notice the two together and a couple of 
weeks later another man approached Janick. This was an older man, though not unattractive, and at first, he 
was reluctant, then lan arrived and introduced them. That night it was the three of them together in lans flat. 
Jan watched in amazement as the two of them, after each taking turns going down on him, proceeded to fuck. 
Part of him felt he should be repulsed, but instead he found himself turned on by the scene, masturbating to 
his third orgasm of the night as he watched. 


The next few months were the most comfortable Janick had known since arriving in London He still busked and 
found occasional temporary jobs in retail or clerical work, but he'd managed to find a room to rent and was 
able to eat regularly, thanks to lan and a small group of his friends. Sometimes a week or more went by 
without seeing the businessman, lan's company had holdings in several countries and he was obliged to travel 
frequently, but sooner or later Jan would look up and see lan's face in the crowd of onlookers as he played. Jan 
was even able to begin going to band auditions again, something he hadn't had time for when he'd been 
struggling just to survive. He was starting to feel the enthusiasm for his music again and the hope that he 
might one day be able to make a living from it re-emerged. 


Then one day in the spring, lan found him as he played a corner further from the usual district. The older 


man's expression was solemn. When Jan had finished the song, lan took him aside, leading him into the doorway 


of a closed shop. 


Jan knew his role by now and cozied up to the man, giving him a quick peck on the cheek "| haven't seen you 


in weeks! | haven't even seen Roger or Pacey." Those were two of lan's associates that had occasionally joined 


the two of them. 


lan gave a pained smile, "| need to talk to you, Janick. Care to come back to my place? Just to talk"Jan felt a 
pang of disappointment. He had secretly been hoping for more than talk, and not because of the money 


involved. 


Once they were in the familiar apartment, lan seemed down, his usual warmth tempered by despondency. He 
poured their usual glass of wine then sat on the couch next to Jan. Jan scooted closer and lan gave a sad 


smile. 
"| have to leave, Janick" 
"Leave?" 


"My firm has several properties in Hong Kong and they're sending me to oversee them. | don't want to go, but 


| haven't much choice. I'm flying out on Monday. I'm going to miss you, Janick" 


Jan was stunned, and he realized it wasn't just because of the income the older man provided. He'd grown fond 


of lan and had grown especially fond of the activities they had enjoyed together. 


‘Ive known many young men like yourself, Janick, but you are special. | am not just saying that. You aren't the 
hardened, smart-mouthed street type that | usually run across. You are a sweet boy, still innocent in your 
own way, intelligent and fun to be with." lan took his hand and pressed something into it. Jan knew without 
looking that it was money. lan kept his hand closed over Janick's so the young man couldn't look to see how 
much it was. "My friends will still be around when you feel the need of a little company." It was lan's polite 
way of saying that, if Janick should find himself short of cash, he could always look up some of the other men 
he'd met through lan. 


"No," Janick shook his head, "no, it wouldn't be right without you. | don't think | could do it if you weren't 
there." 


lan's eyes widened then looked suspiciously moist, as though he was touched by Jan's words. "You are indeed 
special, Janick," he whispered, pulling Jan in to kiss his forehead. Jan returned the kiss on lar's lips, then felt a 


surge of desire run through him. 


‘lan, since its your last night, would you like to... to fuck me? Not for money," he hastened to add. "just as a 


way to say goodbye." 


we Kee 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 
| make absolutely no claims regarding ANY of the musicians or situations in this story - it is a work of pure 
fiction and written from the greatest love and respect for the individuals whose names and characteristics I've 


borrowed. 


Janick spent the weekend with lan and they parted reluctantly, lan dropping Jan off at his bedsit on his way to 
the airport. Only after he'd gone inside did Jan look at the notes the man had thrust into his hand - it added 
up to five thousand pounds! Jan carefully folded the notes and walked to the window, gazing down the street 
where the Jaguar had vanished into traffic minutes before. He had mixed feelings. It was as if a dreamlike 
interlude of his life just ended and he was left to deal with the real world again. He knew the money wouldn't 
last long but it gave him the luxury of being able to take his time and look for a reliable job rather than 
grabbing the first temporary position that came along as he had been doing. 


Several days later he answered an advert for a bartender at a pub called Jenkin's Jersey Pint, owned by a 
widower who had once been a musician himself. In addition to tending the bar, Jenkins allowed Jan to play his 
guitar on weekends and paid him for it according to the amount of clientele he brought in, so the job worked 
out well to both their advantage. Jan was able to keep his skills sharp and there was always the potential that 
he would make connections to help him secure a paying gig as a guitarist. Meanwhile, he was content, if a bit 
lonely. A naturally outgoing and gregarious man, Jan was popular with the customers but aside from his 
interlude associating with lan he had made no real friends in the city. 


It was late autumn and the rights were damp, often rainy or foggy, as Jan made his way home from the pub. 
He had two separate connecting buses as his bedsit was some distance from the pub, but Jan was not the 
nervous type so even the inclement weather and the late hour failed to concern him. He'd noticed the lurking 
figure of the same man at the first bus stop several more times, always keeping to the shadows and never 
venturing across the street into the streetlight illuminating the bus stop. It had become something he took 
note of in the back of his mind without being especially conscious of it, much as a person does when they 


notice an oddly shaped rock or an unusual landmark of some kind. 


Then one evening he saw the same man at the second bus stop, many blocks away from where he was used 
to seeing him. For some reason, this jarred Jan, giving a vague sense of misgiving. Again, the man stayed some 
distance away, hovering near a park bench half a block from the bus stop. This stop was in a residential area 
but due to the late hour, there was no one else about. This couldn't be pure chance. Jan pretended not to see 
the man, all the while trying to ascertain if it was, indeed, the same person Though he could make out no 
details in the dim light at that distance, he felt sure it was. The man wore a distinctive black overcoat, tucked 
at the waist to fall in folds almost to the knees, and he wore some kind of indistinct tall hat. What's more, the 
man stood still, staring straight in Jan's direction A shiver went through Jan that had nothing to do with the 


fine drizzle that was falling. When at last the bus approached he realized he'd been holding himself tense, and 
let out his breath. When he glanced back, the man was gone. 


Three nights that week the odd man was seen either near one bus stop or the other. Jan was starting to 
dread his bus ride home. He even considered trying to locate a flat closer to the pub but he knew his budget 
wouldn't allow it. It crossed his mind to tell someone about it, but what was there to tell? The man had done 
nothing; he hadn't even approached him. Still, Jan's instinct told him that somehow the man's appearance was 
connected to him personally. What other reason would the same person be hanging around the two bus stops 
he used, yet never taking the bus? Never a nervous man, even during the weeks he's slept on the streets, Jan 
now found himself glancing over his shoulder at times throughout the day and jumping when someone wearing 


black moved on the periphery of his vision 


"Damn, kid, you're an edgy one this evening," Jenkins remarked one night when he'd touched Jan on the shoulder 


and Jan flinched. 

"Yeah, sorry," Jan laughed, a bit embarrassed. 

"Well, can't say as | blame you, what with all this talk about The Pilgrim." 
"The Pilgrim?" Jan gave the old man a puzzled look. 

"Don't you watch the news, lad?" the bar owner exclaimed in surprise. 


"No, | don't have a television," Jan admitted. It seemed a silly and needless expense, he had never watched much 


television even as a kid. 


"Well, it's all over the papers too," Jenkins told him, grabbing a paper from a nearby table that a customer had 
left behind. "Right, then, " he smoothed the wrinkled pages, ah, yes, here it is. Front page, like it's been for the 


past week" 
He spread the paper out for Jan to read, and Jan took it. 


"The serial killer known as The Pilgrim claims his third victim," the article read. "Young man found stabbed and 


mutilated in Islington last night." 


"The guy seems to be targeting poofs.. | mean, gay blokes," the barman amended. Jan smiled to himself, knowing 
that the old man wasn't homophobic, he was just struggling with the terminology of the newer generations. 


Customers came in then, but Jan kept the newspaper at his side and throughout the evening he was able to 
read the whole rather lengthy story. Though three murders were officially attributed to this man, police 
suspected him to be guilty of at least five others. One victim escaped with only minor scratches and his 
description of his assailant gave police their only clues, which so far had garnered no real suspects. The boy 


said his assailant had been dressed oddly, like an old puritan or pilgrim, with a frock coat and tall bucket-type 


hat with a brass buckle in the hatband Aside from thinking that the man had been in his late thirties, the boy 
had been too frightened by the experience to provide any more details. 


Jan also read an account of the crimes themselves, and the sensationalist press spared few details. The 
victims had apparently been picked up in public places like bars or street corners, taken to an unknown location 
where they had been tied up, raped, then had their throats slit. Two of the three known victims had their 
genitals removed. The bodies were then dumped in various unpopulated locations, though the missing genitalia 


had never been located. 


Jan's blood ran cold His thoughts turned immediately to the man at the bus stops, the man in the strange 
long coat and odd hat. Could it be a coincidence? There were millions of people in the city and a lot of them 
dressed eccentrically and behaved eccentrically as well. Before leaving work, Jan pulled a battered copy of the 
bus schedule from beneath the cash register. Surely there was a different route home? But no, it seemed not. 
There were alternate bus routes, but they would take him far out of his way. If he switched, he wouldn't be 
home until nearly 4:00 AM. That would never do; he had an audition at |l:00 the next morning. He would just 


have to be on his guard. 
That night there was no sign of the mysterious man at either bus stop. 


On his way to the audition, Jan picked up a newspaper. There was no new mention of The Pilgrim killer, just a 
reiteration that the police were working on the case and psychological profiles were being drawn up based on 
his MO. There was a separate article briefly outlining a missing person case in Stoke Newington. It cought Jan's 


attention because Stokey was where lan had lived, but the article made no mention of The Pilgrim. 


Jan felt the audition went well. It was to fill a vacancy in an established metal band whose lead guitarist had 
quit to pursue a songwriting career. The band had a strong following in the city and Jan had been impressed 
by their professionalism. They still had several others to audition but the leader, their bassist Steve, told Jan 
they would be in touch when they made a decision one way or another. It was the most promising lead he'd 


had in months. 


For the next week there was no sign of the creepy man at the bus stops. After a few days, Jan no longer 
looked for him and his nerves eased. It had been a co-incidence after all, he told himself, and the fact that 
there was no further mention of The Pilgrim killer in the papers eased the incident from his mind. He had 
other things to think about. There had been no word regarding the audition, so he began searching the music 
trade papers for other bands advertising operings. Also, his family up north was urging him to come home. He 
was vigilant about phoning them at least once a week, usually from the payphone at the pub, and while they 
were as supportive of his career as always, his Mom began dropping hints that it would be good for him to be 


home among family. 


At least come home for Christmas, love, she urged him, adding that his brother would be home from his job 
on the continent and his sister home from University. He promised her that he would try, though he secretly 


wasnt sure Jenkins could spare him at the pubs busiest time of year. 


Lost in thought while wiping down glasses, Jan didnt notice the man who came in and sat at the bar until the 


newcomer spoke. 


A pint of mild, mateJan looked up, seeing a rather scruffy man around his own age sitting there in frayed 
denim and a leather coat, long chestnut hair pulled back in a ponytail. 


Coming right up, Jan smiled, pulling the pint and placing it before the man. 


The man downed a huge sip, wiped his mouth on the back of his hand, and looked at Jan with sharp brown 
eyes. Right, then. Now | need a word with you in private. 


Jan was a little startled at the strangers abrupt manner, Im working at the moment. Is there something | can 


do for you? 


The man shook his head impatiently, | dont care if youre working, this is important. Im looking for Janick Gers. 


Thats you, isnt it? 

Jan was taken aback, Umm.. maybe, but whatever you have to say, youll have to say right here. 

To his surprise the man grinned, showing crooked teeth, Working two jobs at once, are you now? 

Though he was used to dealing with difficult patrons, this mans manner was getting on his nerves. | dont know 
what youre on about. Excuse me, | have work to do. Jan moved down the bar to wait on a party who had been 


there all evening and had been tipping well. To his consternation, however, the annoying man sat and patiently 


sipped his beer. Out of excuses to ignore him, Jan eventually returned. 

Another pint? He had a job to do, after all. 

Sure, the man said, his tone condescending. And then you can give me five minutes of your time. In private. 

For a moment Jans mind flashed to his days with lan, but this man wasnt giving that sort of vibe. This man 
oozed self-assurance, cockiness even, and beneath his unkempt appearance Jan sense something else, though he 
wasnt sure what. This man wasnt what he seemed. 

Why? Jan asked simply. 

The man gave an exaggerated sigh, Listen, | dont have time to fuck around, and Im not going to pay you what 
Im sure you usually get for your time. He quickly pulled out a wallet, opened it, and laid it on the bar for Jan 
To see. 


Inspector Bruce Dickinson 


London Central Division 


Criminal Investigation Department 


Jan glanced back up at the steady and somewhat challenging gaze of the man, then back at the I.D. card. 
Opposite the card was a badge. The credentials seemed legitimate. 


All right, Inspector, Jan said finally, what do you want with me? 


| already told you; five minutes of your time. And no, the Inspector grinned again, | am not going to pay your 
going rate, whatever that may be. 


Jenkins was in the adjacent bar waiting tables so with a backward glance at Dickinson, Jan went to ask if he 
could cover him for a short break. The old man was surprised, Jan never asked for breaks, but acquiesced. 
Returning to where the Inspector was impatiently waiting, Jan nodded him to an unused snug and sat opposite 
him. 


Whats this all about, then? 


Inspector Dickinsons demeanor changed once they were out of public view and now he was every inch a cop, 


Youve heard, | assume, of the mon the press calls The Pilgrim? 


Jan nodded, lve read some stories in the papers. He was growing more puzzled by the minute. What did any of 


this have to do with him? 


The papers, Dickinson didnt disguise his contempt, are full of shit, but they have their uses. This man is 
preying on rent boys, particularly from Stokey and Clapham. We believe hes responsible for at least five 
murders over the past year, possibly more. We have reason to believe you may have encountered this mon. 


What? No, Im sure | havent! 


How can you be so sure? Dickinsons condescension was showing through his professional manner again. You 
blokes go through so many men you could have encountered him and forgotten it by the time the next man 


came along! 


Wait, wait, wait! Jan held up his hands, palm outward, | think youve mistaken me for someone else. Im not a 


rent boy! 


Oh, come now! Dickinson had the audacity to laugh aloud, dont insult my intelligence! | have several contacts in 
the Stokey area who have seen you, specifically, on numerous occasions in the company of men known to hire 


so-called escorts! 


Jan felt his heart stop for a millisecond, and Dickinson was a good enough cop to read the expression in his 


eyes. He pressed him. You arent going to deny knowing a man named lan Gillan, are you? 


l.l knew him, but | havent seen him or anyone else from that area in over six months, Jan admitted. lve been 


working here and minding my own business since lan left town. 


Dickinson was silent, looking at Jan speculatively, Hmmm... so you left a situation where you could make 
hundreds of quid a night to become a bartender for a pittance. Okay." Doubt and disbelief were heavy in his 
voice and expression. "Whatever you say. And youve noticed nothing odd or suspicious since youve. er, left 


Gillans company? 


Jan hesitated. Should he mention the man at the bus stop? No, he would only sound like a hysterical idiot, he 
reasoned. This detective was already disapproving and obviously doubted his word. Anyway, he hadnt seen the 
man in several days. Not really. lve seen strange things, but London is full of odd blokes. 


Dickinsons gaze was intense and Janick felt like squirming beneath it, which he resented. He felt like Dickinson 
could read his mind knew he was holding back something. Abruptly, the detective stood. 


Your type are always so secretive, he muttered just loud enough for Jan to hear. Louder, he addressed Jan 
with a more official tone, Fine, good. But if you do see anything out of the ordinary, anything suspicious at all, 
here is my card. He tossed a business card across the table and made to leave. 


Wait, Jan stood too. | want to know why you sought me out. | havent even been near that district in months. 


Oh, it wasnt in the papers, Dickinson said casually, but every one of The Pilgrims victims has been a former.. 
shall we say companion? of lan Gillan! and with that, the detective left, tossing a note on the table to cover his 


tab. 


Jan sat for several minutes absorbing what the detective had told him. The link between The Pilgrims victims 
was seemingly their association with lan! Of course, Jan reasoned, if they had all been male hookers they 
probably had many common clients, not just lan. Janick had no doubt that lan himself had been thoroughly 
investigated and evidently cleared of suspicion. Jan felt certain the gentle giant of a man had no hidden streak 


of violence. 


You ready to get back into it, son? Jenkins popped his head into the snug, startling Jan from his reverie. Weve 
got a large party in the other room; | have to get back in thereJan was grateful that the old man asked no 
questions about the scruffy stranger hed been talking to and went back to work, still preoccupied. He was 
especially vigilant on his way home that night but, other than some movement in the bushes bordering the 
park across from his first bus stop he saw nothing unusual. The movement could have been caused by stray 


animals, or even the wind. 


Chapter Three 


Author's Notes: 
This story is a work of fiction | utilize names and physical descriptions of real persons but there all events 
are imaginary and written from my love and admiration for these people. | make no claims of any kind 


regarding anything other than my imagination. 


~*~ Chapter Three ~*~ 

Inspector Bruce Dickinson was frustrated and irritable as he walked to his car. Damned rent boys! Living a 
dangerous lifestyle was foolish enough, but this one, this Janick Gers, seemed to be in complete denial. How was 
he supposed to get through to someone who wouldn't even admit to themselves they were in danger? Gers 
seemed ingenuous but Bruce had been a cop long enough not to trust first impressions. How could the man 
expect Bruce to believe he'd given up a lucrative and potentially posh lifestyle to tend bar in some out-of-the- 
way pub? Informants in the gay escort community had repeatedly mentioned that Gers had been a frequent 
companion of Gillan's for several months until Gillan relocated to the Far East. Gers was unusually good-looking, 
Bruce reflected as he drove home. Long, wavy dark blond hair, bright gray eyes, and sharply chiseled features 
made him stand out among the usually effeminate boys in the profession. It was no surprise that Gillan had 
picked him as a companion. 

The police inspector had been working exclusively on The Pilgrim case for almost a year, yet had made very 
little progress. There was a huge task force on the case but his superior, Chief Inspector Smallwood, knew that 
Bruce's value was as an undercover detective, blending in with the crowd and observing the scene, missing 
very little. Because of this, the Cl. gave Bruce almost free rein and Bruce was answerable to him and to no 
one else. But now Bruce was questioning his method of contacting every young man known to have associated 
with Gillan. While it was true that these men needed to be aware of the potential danger, it was also possible 
that word of the inquiries would get back to the murderer. And perhaps it had, as the murderer had been 
unusually quiet as of late. Bruce lay sleepless in his sparse flat mulling over these questions until the gray 
light of dawn showed over the rooftops. He loved his job, he loved the excitement, the element of danger and 
the adrenaline rush of tracking down leads, but at the moment there were no leads to track down. Sometimes, 


he reflected, it felt as if he was doing no good at all 


The next day was filled with office work, something Bruce despised. There were daily status meetings of the 
task force assigned to The Pilgrim case, and though Bruce worked independently he was obliged to attend these. 
Even among the other undercover detectives, Bruce stood out, with his long hair, his short, muscular build, 
and ratty denim and worn leather attire. His attitude also set him apart from the others. He was not a team 
player and chaffed at the meetings and informational briefings, sitting with feet outstretched and his hands 
clasped behind his head in unhidden boredom. It was all the same info, hashed over and over again with a 
different spin The psychologists argued amongst themselves, with some speculating that The Pilgrim was a 
religious fanatic obsessed with ridding the world of gay prostitutes whereas others believed the murderer was 
himself gay and was driven to ‘collect his victims as trophies. There was so little known about the man that it 
was all theorizing, and it made Bruce feel like tearing his hair out. 


After the seemingly endless meeting, C.l. Smallwood called Bruce in for a private update on his progress. 

"lve got nothing," Bruce exclaimed, "not a fucking clue!" 

"Did you contact the man Gillan was seeing just before he left the country?" the Chief inquired, pouring both 
himself and Bruce a cup from his coffee machine. 

Bruce nodded, sipping the hot liquid, "I found him last night working in some rundown pub across town. He 
claims he's quit the business!" Bruce snorted derisively. "He said he's seen nothing suspicious, but | felt he was 
holding back something." 


Smallwood nodded. Bruce had a sharp intuition about these things which made him invaluable as a detective. 
"If you think he knows something, pay him another visit," Smallwood suggested. "We can't afford to leave any 
stone unturned." 


Bruce shook his head, "What's the point? The man doesn't even admit he was an escort! | left him my card; 
there's not much more | can do. Tonight I'm going to canvas the gay clubs in Soho. Some of the victims worked 
out of those, as well." 

The Chief Inspector watched as Bruce left his office, stalking through the common room with his hands shoved 
deep in his pockets and his head down. This case was getting to him; it was getting to all of them. And 
Smallwood felt a bit more protective of Bruce than his other detectives. Bruce was a loner; he seemed to live 
only for his job. And Smallwood was the only man on the police force who knew why the crimes touched Bruce 
more personally. They had never spoken of it, but through the background checks he'd made when Bruce joined 
the force it became obvious that Bruce was, if not gay, at least bisexual. 

RK 

After his visit from the impudent Inspector Dickinson Janick was once again acutely conscious of the isolation 
at his nightly bus stops. True, there were occasionally others at the stops, but more often than not it was 
only him, particularly on weeknights. Even with heightened observance, however, he'd seen nothing untoward in 
almost two weeks. Still, he felt something - or thought that he did. It was difficult to pinpoint but it was a 
feeling of being watched, though he saw no one suspicious. Putting it down to jitters over his conversation with 
the detective, Jan tried to ignore it, but there was a twitchy, anxious feeling in the air. It was especially 
prevalent on foggy, inclement evenings and he was always relieved to climb the stairs to his bedsit over a 
florists shop. 

This particular night he'd been delayed at the pub and the bus was running a few minutes late due to fog, so 
it was nearly three AM. when he unlocked his door and flipped the light switch. Immediately, something felt 
wrong. He stood still, looking carefully around the room. It was a small area with a three-piece bath to the side 
and it was sparsely furnished so he could see from where he stood that there was no one in the room. Still, 
something felt off. Carefully locking the door behind him, Jan went through the flat. He was regular in his 
habits so it didn't take him long to realize that someone had been in the room during his absencel! He kept his 
clothes stored in a secondhand dresser he's picked up at a thrift store and the top drawer always tended to 
jump off its track. Jan specifically remembered wrestling it back into place before leaving for work, but now it 
was askew. Not only that but his hairbrush, which he always kept in the bathroom, was lying on the table in 
the kitchen 

Janick could feel his heart pounding. He rushed to close the blinds on the window, knowing as he did it that it 


was a foolish gesture. Whoever had been there was long gone. Still, he knelt and looked under the bed, even 


moving his guitar case out to ensure that there was nothing else beneath there. Even after reassuring himself 
he was alone he was left with a sense of panic. The door lock was generic and could easily be picked and 
everything he'd read as well as everything the detective had said came back to him with force. Cracking a 
beer to calm his nerves, Jan dug the detective's card from his wallet and looked at it. On the back was a 
handwritten home phone number but Jan didn't have a phone in his flat. He would have to go to the payphone 
on the street corner downstairs and he quailed at the thought of leaving the dubious safety of the flat. After 
several minutes of contemplation, he decided to wait to call in the morning. 

Janick did not sleep a wink that night. He lay tossing in his narrow bed, his mind restless. Being on edge was not 
in his nature at all and he was having a difficult time dealing with it. He partly blamed the cocksure detective 
for so carelessly commenting about the link between the killer's victims and lan but in the back of his mind, 
Jan knew that the detective should be told of the connection. To think that his association with the older 
businessmen that he'd entered into so hesitantly yet so quickly embraced would have ramifications this 
potentially serious! Still, he couldn't find it in his heart to regret that interlude of his life. He had learned a lot 
about himself from lan and now accepted that he was as attracted to men as to women, perhaps more so. 
After a cup of coffee that left him more jittery than before Jan made his way to the payphone not far from 
the storefront below his room. It was not quite 1:00 AM. but it was growing light and he felt more 
comfortable venturing outside. 

First Jan called the official number printed on the card. It rang a dozen times, then was picked up by a 
switchboard. Requesting Inspector Dickinson, he was transferred to another line that rang several times before 
it was picked up with a gruff "Yeah?" 


"Um... I'm trying to reach Inspector Bruce Dickinson" 


"He's not in yet. God knows when he will be. D'ye have his private number? You might wanna call that.” 

Jan barely managed a thank you before the phone was hung up. Taking a deep breath, he dialed the 
handwritten number scrawled on the back of the card. Again, the phone rang for what seemed like minutes 
before it was answered by a sleepy, mumbled, "Yeah, hello?" 

"Detective Dickinson?" 

"Yeah, who is this?" Jan could hear the rustling of bedclothes on the line. 

"Janick Gers. We spoke a few days ago. You said to let you know if | noticed anything suspicious." 

"Yeah," the voice was more alert now, "I remember. What's happened?" 

"Someone was in my flat while | was at work last night." 

The detective was instantly wide awake, "Are you certain?" 

"Yes, | could tell someone had been there the minute | got home." 

"Well why the fuck didn't you call as soon as you noticed?!" the detective exclaimed. "If there was any evidence 
you've probably mucked it all up by now!" 

Janick felt contrite but it was immediately replaced by resentment. His flat had been violated; how dare this 
cop chastise him for it?! 

"| didn't touch anything! Listen, you said to let you know, so l'm letting you know!" 

“All right, all right," Janick could hear a scratching sound, as though the man on the other end of the line was 


scrubbing his hand across his jaw, "Give me your address, I'll come and have a look" 


"It may not have anything to do with your killer," Jan reminded him. 
"Leave that for me to determine," the detective said brusquely. 


Jan recited his address and with scarcely another word Dickinson hung up the phone. Jan sighed, hanging up 
the receiver. He was in front of a coffee shop he often frequented so he went in, bought a pastry, and went 
home. He had to steel his nerves before unlocking his door even though he had been able to see the entrance 
to his stairs the whole time he'd been out and knew no one could have gotten in 

Less than an hour later Jan heard footsteps on the stairs and a knock Wishing the door had a peephole, Jan 
went to the door and called out "Who's there?" 

"Inspector Dickinson," came the impatient reply. Jan opened the door and was met by the man he'd met at the 
pub that night, only now he was dressed in loose sweatpants and an untucked tee shirt and his hair hung loose 
halfway down his back. Jan silently stepped aside and the detective entered, looking around. 

Dickinson was surprised. Most of the rent boys he'd questioned lived in well-maintained flats paid for by their 
generous clients. Gers lived in a shoddy one-room flat with second-hand furniture and a crack in the pane of 
the only window. For the first time, he actually believed the man's story of not being a paid escort. Still, Gers 
had admitted to spending time with lan Gillan. Strange. 

"Show me how you knew you'd had an intruder," Bruce wasted no time on preliminaries. If this was somehow 
tied to The Pilgrim it could lead to the first tangible evidence they'd found. 

Janick obligingly showed him the dresser drawer and the misplaced hairbrush. Bruce examined these objects 
carefully, pulling on gloves and going over the drawer meticulously, then turning his attention to the brush. 
"Don't touch that drawer. I'll have to take the hairbrush to the lab and have it scanned for prints and if any 
are found the whole room will have to be dusted. Chances are, though, that whoever broke in was wearing 
gloves." He then turned his attention to the door, examining the lock carefully. "Cheap lock - a child could have 
picked it!" he said contemptuously. 

"Well, that makes me feel secure!" Jan commented bitterly, and Dickinson looked at him directly for the first 


time since his arrival. 


‘I'd advise you to change the lock and perhaps install a second lock or deadbolt. I'm going to look around, and 
meanwhile | want you to think very, very carefully about anyone you may have seen or know of who could be 
responsible for this invasion We can't afford to confuse this with The Pilgrim if it's an unrelated incident." 
Before he'd even finished speaking, Dickinson brought a powerful torch from his knapsack and was going over 
the lock and the windowsill looking for scratch marks. Jan watched as the man opened every drawer and 
rummaged through his bathroom cabinet, looking under his bed and removing the guitar from its case to look 
through both the instrument and the case. 

"What are you looking for?" Jan asked. He didn't like anyone touching his guitar. 

"Microphones or hidden cameras." 

"You can't be serious!" Jan was incredulous. 

lm deadly serious. We have reason to believe that The Pilgrim likes to plant spy cameras in his victim's 
apartments to learn their habits and, no doubt, get a thrill from watching them. We've found hollowed out 
plush animals and loose tape in the victim's homes where the cameras had been secreted." 

This was getting seriously creepy. Jan made a decision. The detective may well laugh at him and think him 
paranoid, but he decided to tell him of the weird man at the bus stops. Haltingly, he outlined the times he'd 
seen the odd black-clad figure and, as he spoke, Dickinson stopped what he was doing at stared at him, still 
kneeling on the floor by the bed. 

"Why the FUCK didn't you tell me about this at the pub when | first questioned you?!" the inspector demanded 
when Jan finished, his tone clipped and angry. 


"There was nothing to tell!" Jan was defensive and angry with himself for it. "It was just some guy lurking 
around. He never approached me." 

Dickinson sighed and ran his hand through his long hair as he stood. He motioned to Jan to take a seat at the 
little Formica table. "Sit down, Gers. It's time you learned what you're dealing with here." 

With a feeling of dread, Jan took the seat opposite the inspector. Dickinson looked at him levelly, as if weighing 
his fortitude, then began to speak. 

"The man they call The Pilgrim may be the most deranged serial killer this country has seen since Jack the 
Ripper," he began. “The stories printed in the papers are bad enough, but there are a great many facts that 
have never been released to the press. I'm not going to give you any classified info, but you had better start 
taking this more seriously or your cock is going to end up in a trophy room somewhere!" 

Jan's mouth fell open but before he could find words, the detective went on, "Yes, we believe he's a trophy 
killer. He kills these young men, sometimes after torturing them for days, then he castrates them and dumps 
the bodies. He's collecting their genitals - | don't know why and | don't want to know! That papers say there 
have been three victims. There have actually been five other bodies found over the past few years with 
missing genitalia and more that have been too badly decomposed to know for certain how badly they were 
mutilated. And you may be his next intended victim!" 

"But... no! | don't believe it! Why would a serial killer target me?" Jan's initial reaction was denial. This was just 
too bizarre! 

Dickinson leaned forward and placed his elbows on the table, looking earnestly into Janick's eyes. "Look at the 
facts. You claim you aren't a male hooker, and maybe you aren't anymore," Jan didn't miss the quick glance the 
cop gave to his shabby flat, "but you spent time with lan Gillan. All the murder victims had been Gillan's 
escorts at one time or another. They were all good-looking men in their early to mid-twenties, most had no 
family here in the city, and they all lived alone. You fit those criteria, your flat has been broken into, and 
you've been stalked by a man wearing a long black coat. Do you think you can afford to believe you aren't 
being targeted?" 

Jan's blood ran cold, his stomach knotted as he realized what the detective said was true. "Oh my God!" he 
muttered. Fighting down instinctive panic, he took a deep breath, "l. I'll just go home, go back to my parents up 
north! If | leave the city he won't get me, right? He'll just find an easier victim." 

"Possibly," Dickinson nodded, "or you might lead a killer straight to your parents’ doorstep!" 

"But what the hell am | supposed to do, then?!" Jan burst out. 

For the first time, Inspector Dickinson's gaze softened. He realized he'd just frightened Jarick out of his wits, 
but it had to be done. It was infuriating that this man had been stalked by a strange figure and had said 
nothing of it until now. He had to be shocked into understanding the gravity of his situation, but now Bruce felt 
compassion for him. 

"Work with the police; work with me. If he is targeting you, this may be the first opportunity we've had to 
stop him before he does any more harm. 

Jan was shaking his head. He had never felt so trapped in his life. "If only | hadn't gone with lan..." he muttered 
under his breath. 

"We only think lan Gillan is a link, we can't be sure." Bruce reminded him. 

"lan isn't a suspect, is he?" Jan looked up, the thought startling him out of his misery. 

"No, no. He's had an airtight alibi for every one of the murders and he's been in Hong Kong when the last two 
took place, with several witnesses to verify it. He may be linked to The Pilgrim, but we don't know how." It was 


on the tip of Bruce's tongue to inquire more about the type of relationship Jan had had with the real estate 
mogul, but he knew it was none of his business and had no bearing on the case. 

Jan sat in silence for several minutes and Bruce quietly went back to inspecting the flat, knowing the other 
man had a lot to comprehend. After a few minutes, though, Bruce was inspecting the bathroom and called out: 
"Gers? Have you used the shower today?" 


"No, not since yesterday morning" 


"You haven't been in the shower at all?" Bruce persisted. 


"No. Why?" 


Bruce came back into the main room, "I'll have to get a crime scene team out here to take some lab samples." 
"What? Why?" Jan was perplexed by the Inspector's manner. 
“There's something on the shower floor we need to take samples of" 


‘Something...?" Jan was struggling to make sense of what the man was saying. 


"| think it's semen. And it looks fresh." 


Chapter Four 


Author's Notes: 
This is a work of fiction written out of the greatest respect and admiration for the musicians whose names 


and characteristics I've borrowed. | make no claims regarding any of these individuals. 


Janick sat at the kitchen table in something akin to shock as four forensic technicians gathered samples in his 
bathroom for analysis at the police lab. He felt vaguely sick to his stomach. Inspector Dickinson observed the 
technicians and offered suggestions, but after a few minutes he returned to sit across from Janick. 


‘lm going to have to ask something of you, Gers." 


"Janick," Jan mumbled. 
"Okay, um.. Janick. We're going to need a sample from you to determine that what we found wasn't left by 
yourself" 


"What?" Jan looked up from staring at the blank tabletop. 
The inspector had the grace to look uncomfortable, "If this substance does prove to be semen, we need to 


prove that it isnt yours." 


Jan blushed, "I told you | haven't been in the shower since yesterday, and you said this.. stuff is fresh. Why 
would he leave it there, anyway?" 

"I'm sure he thought it would wash down the plughole unnoticed. This is an important clue, so everything has 
to be done correctly. This could be a DNA sample from a serial killer, Janick. | know it's awkward, but it's 
necessary to establish that it isn't yours." 

Jan understood and knew that it was a valid point, but it was just too much to comprehend. "How am | 
supposed to do that?!" he exclaimed. 

Dickinson smiled "Don't worry, I'm not asking to wank off right here and now! We'll go down to the police station 
later and obtain a saliva sample." 

Jan nodded in defeat, knowing it had to be done. "This is just.. | don't know how to react to all this! Someone 
broke into my home and.. polluted my shower!" 

Dickinson tried to suppress a grin at the use of the word ‘polluted’. "What were your plans for the rest of the 
day, Janick?" 


"Oh, fuck!" Jan looked at the clock over the refrigerator. "I was going to busk for a while in Covent Garden, 
then | have to be at work at five." 

"Well, busking is out, obviously! Its far too dangerous for you to be in the open where crowds gather. This 
man is obviously following you. | don't see any reason you can't go to work, however. As long as | go with you!" 
"Go with mel" Jan was surprised. 

"Someone has to be with you at all times to look for this mysterious man in black, and I'm the obvious choice. 


l'm closer to your age; I'd blend in better than the other undercover detectives." 


"m at the pub for eight hours, often longer when | help close up!" 


Dickinson shrugged, "We'll have make up some story for your employer, but we dare not tell him the truth. I'l 
have to clear it with the Chief Inspector, but | think you may have to get used to having me around!" 

Jan let out a groan, knowing he sounded uncooperative but unable to help it. In less than a day it seemed that 
his life had turned into a nightmare. An hour later the lab crew left with a case of vials and other items and 
Jan accompanied Bruce in his car to the Met station several miles away. Jan felt like an automation, silent 
during the car ride though Dickinson occasionally threw a casual comment or observation his way. 

Bruce took Janick immediately to Chief Inspector Smallwood, introducing him to the older man with a rundown 
of what they had determined so far regarding Jan's involvement. Smallwood was already aware of some of it, 
he'd had to authorize the lab testing, but he had done that based on his trust in Bruce's instincts. Jan sat in 
silence with his elbows on his knees and his head lowered, listening to Bruce report that how the home invader 
was suspected of pleasuring himself in Jan's shower. 


"And this could be his downfall" Bruce concluded. "If we can get DNA, we're halfway to solving this!" 


"Don't get ahead of yourself, Bruce," the Chief Inspector cautioned him. "DNA will only help convict a suspect, 

and so far we don't have a suspect!" 

"We'll get him, Rod,” Bruce had no truck with official protocol and always addressed the Cl. by his first name, 

"If | have to shadow Gers for a year, | will. The Pilgrim will eventually come after him; he doesn't give up on a 


target once he chooses one!" 


Cl. Smallwood gave Janick a quick, empathetic look and Bruce belatedly realized how alarming his words had 
been. He lowered his tone, addressing Jan as well as his superior, "We have to formulate a plan to have Janick 
under surveillance twenty-four hours a day, and I'd like to volunteer for the duty myself. We can station 
other undercover men strategically nearby, but | can pass as a friend or relative and my presence wouldn't tip 
the killer off. | would like to stay at Janick's flat with him until we get a break in this thing!" 

Smallwood nodded thoughtfully, turning to Janick. "Would you be willing to go along with this, Mr. Gers?" 

Jan spread his hands, "| don't have much choice, do |? If | refuse, Inspector Dickinson seems to think | will be 


the next victim." 


‘Inspector Dickinson is uncannily accurate about these things," Smallwood assured him. "But we can't force you 
to accept our protection" 

Janick drew a deep breath, "I'll never feel safe again until this guy is caught, so I'll do whatever | can to help." 
"Right, then," Bruce seemed galvanized into action as soon as he had his superior's authorization, "we have to 
get you down to the lab first of all, Janick We need a sample to use as a control against the sample found in 
the shower." 

Jan's anxiety over giving the DNA sample had eased when Bruce suggested it could be obtained through saliva 
- he seriously doubted he could manage one if they wanted semen, given the stress he was suddenly under. 
Bruce directed a subordinate to bring Janick through a labyrinth of corridors to a separate wing of the 
building where the police medical facilities were located, and they took both a cheek swab and a blood sample 


from him before he was escorted back to Bruce. 


Jan found the detective at a messy desk in a cluttered cubicle in the corner of a large room intently scrolling 
through files on a computer. Computers were relatively new on the scene and Janick knew little about them, 
thinking that the neon green letters on the flickering black screen would give him vertigo if he had to work on 
one. Jan quietly moved aside a knapsack and seated himself, waiting for Bruce to acknowledge him. 

"How did it go?" Bruce glanced up with a quick grin. "They didn't make you wank in a tube, did they?" 

"No, thank God. | doubt if." Jan trailed off in embarrassment but Bruce caught the drift of what he was going 
to say and chuckled, scooting his chair back from the desk to face Jan. 

"I've just been comparing profiles of the known victims - we're focusing on them for the moment rather than 
speculate on the questionable ones. It's standard procedure, and we've had to do a background check on you to 
see how you fit into it all. Unfortunately, you still seem to be at prime risk, particularly considering what 
you've told me about this man shadowing you. | don't suppose you could give me a more accurate description 
of him?" 

Jan shook his head, "I wish | could, but he stayed across the street in the shadow of trees or bushes. The one 
time | saw him on the street he was half a block away and | could only tell that he was wearing an unusual 
coat and some kind of hat. He looked slender, and | got the impression he wasn't very tall. 

Bruce jotted that down, "That helps, that agrees with what the one man who managed to get away from him 
told us. The poor bloke was so frightened he wasn't able to tell us much." 

There had been mention in the newspapers of one victim who had managed to elude the killer, but no details 
had been given. "And this guy who got away from him was a male escort too?" Jan asked. 

Bruce nodded, "They all were. That's one thing in your favor, actually. They were all career escorts who had 
been on the scene for quite some time, and you don't appear to fit that profile. Your tax records list you as a 
professional musician before moving to London, and I've found that you applied for and were granted a busking 
license after you arrived here, as well as holding some jobs through temporary employment agencies." 

"I told you I'm not a rent boy," Jan reminded him with a touch of asperity. 

"Yes, well there is still your association with Gillan, which you don't deny." 


Jan didn't respond to that, and Bruce didn't press him. It was well into the afternoon by this time and Jan was 
uncertain what Bruce's plans were. 


| have to be at the pub at five," he reminded Bruce, "and apparently I'm not to go alone." 


Bruce tidied the papers he'd been shuffling through and shook his head, "We can't risk it. If he broke into your 
apartment it means he's getting bolder. We don't know enough about his MO, but it could mean he's getting 
closer to making his move. | think you should go about your normal routine and | will just tag along. It was 
unfortunate that we had to have a crew at your flat today, but I'm gambling that he wasn't watching during 
the daytime. He would be too conspicuous; people are on high alert since this business has made the papers 
and he wouldn't want to risk it. If he just sees me with you, though, it shouldn't arouse any suspicion. | could 
be a visiting friend or relative. That's probably what we should tell your boss, in fact" 

Bruce drove Jan to work, otherwise he would have been late, but the two of them planned to take the bus 
back to Jan's flat like Jan normally would after his shift. Old man Jenkins looked a little doubtful when Jan 
introduced Bruce as his visiting cousin but he didn't object to Bruce staying at the pub through Jan's shift. 
For the first couple of hours Jan was ill-at-ease, acutely conscious of Bruce's presence even though the 
detective was being as unobtrusive as possible and had taken a table in the corner where he was reading a 


paper while nursing a drink When business picked up Jan became so busy he all but forgot about Bruce. 


Several of the regular customers knew him, and invariably at some point during his shift someone asked him 
to play guitar. Jenkins kept an old acoustic behind the bar and periodically Janick would get it out, perch on the 
edge of the bar, and play a few songs, the patrons singing along. 

Janick was halfway through playing Brown-Eyed Girl when he heard a different voice among the dozen or so 
people gathered around, a clear tenor he didn't recognize. He looked over and saw to his astonishment that it 
was Inspector Dickinson. The detective grinned at Jan's surprised expression, seemingly enjoying himself, and Jan 
mentally shrugged, finishing the song and segueing into a Tom Petty number. This wasn't his usual genre of 
music but it was fun, it kept the tips coming in, and it was good for Jenkins's business. He would play between 
customers as time allowed, then as more customers drifted in he would go to wait on them, his tip jar 
considerably fuller. 

As Jan was helping Jenkins close he noticed Bruce talking on the pub's payphone, and a few moments later he 
came over, taking Jan by the arm. "We have to go; there's been another murder." 

"Go?" Jan hadn't finished washing the glasses yet. 

"Smallwood told me to get to the office right away, and you have to come with me. You must be under guard 
at all times." 

The inspector's manner was urgent so Jan made an excuse to Jenkins and the two men quickly drove to the 
police headquarters. They found the place in a flurry of activity. Chief Inspector Smallwood was in a huddle of 
men, both uniformed and plainclothes, talking intently but as soon as he saw Bruce he came straight over. 

'In my office," he said, and didn't say another word until the three of them were in his office with the door 
closed. 

"You said there's been another victim?" Bruce urged him when he sat without speaking for a moment. 
Smallwood nodded. "This is the worst one yet. The body of a young man was found dumped at the edge of a 
park a few hours ago. He hadn't been there long, the body was still dry and its raining out. The Coroner is 
working on it as we speak, but it appears that this one was kept alive as a captive for some time and 


subjected to torture." 


Bruce nodded slowly. "That would explain why things have been so quiet for the past couple of weeks. He was 
occupied with this latest victim." 

"But wait," Jan was following the conversation closely and broke in, earning an irritated look from Bruce, "If the 
killer already had a victim, it couldn't have been him at my flat!" 

‘lm afraid that's not the case. The lab analysis came through just a few minutes before you got here. The 
DNA found in your flat matched that found on the earlier victims. It seems that the man who broke into your 
flat was The Pilgrim." 

Jan felt nauseous. Up until now he had been clinging to a hope that this had all been a coincidence, that his 
break-in had no connection to the serial killer at all and that the man at the bus stop had simply been one of 
the city's eccentrics. Now there was no doubt - he was the target of a vicious serial killer! 

"The killer seems to be growing more impatient," Smallwood continued, “lining up his next victim before he's 
even finished with the last one. His haste could be his undoing, but we still have no serious suspects.” 

Bruce nodded, speaking specifically to Janick, "We've questioned dozens of men, mostly those known to like 
‘rough trade’ in the gay community, but they have all been eliminated in this case. So far we have no real 
leads." 


‘Other than the connection to lan Gillan," Smallwood put in. "This latest victim was also seen in Gillan's company, 


though it was over a year ago. We're going to have to ask you for more details concerning your association 
with Gillan, Janick. Gillan himself is co-operating fully through the Hong Kong police but we will need to add your 
statement to the others we've interviewed who have been intimate with him. The key to The Pilgrim's identity 
has to be somehow connected to Gillan!" 

Jan felt a strong reluctance to hash out his experiences with lan in such a clinical, official way. He treasured 
the memory as something personal and meaningful, but young men were being killed and he knew he had to 
help in any way he could. He nodded, sighing. "Just tell me what you need to know." 

Smallwood provided a blank form and a pen for Jan to write down the details of his encounters with lan. "You 
don't need to go into salacious detail," he assured him. "Just the basics regarding how you met and anyone you 
may have noticed lurking in the background whenever you were together." 

Jan nodded, steeling himself. He began to write and the two men left him alone in the office while they went to 
a briefing of the task force. It was after 3:00 AM. and Jan felt it had been the longest day of his life. He 
struggled to put his experiences with lan into written form, it felt like a deep invasion of his privacy and of 
lan's and he found it difficult to focus on bare facts and cold details. The experience had been deeply emotional 
and life-changing for Jan, allowing him to come to terms with parts of himself he had subconsciously been 
ignoring for most of his life. He didn't know how long he was left alone in the office before the two other men 
returned but he was mildly startled to note the tinge of light outside the window. It was nearly dawn. 

"This is the best | can do," he handed the form to Smallwood who laid it carefully aside but didn't look at it 
immediately. "Can | go home?" 

Smallwood nodded, "Bruce will take you home and stay with you. There will also be undercover detectives 
stationed throughout your neighborhood at all times. Bruce tells me you don't have a phone in your flat so 
we're having one installed. Bruce has a radio to contact the other detectives, but it's vital that we have a way 


of communicating at all times." 


Jan just nodded wearily. He was so exhausted he felt out-of-touch and on the ride back to his flat he actually 
fell asleep. He awoke to Bruce shaking his shoulder. 
"We're here, mate. You can go in and get some rest" 


"Can't," Janick mumbled, half asleep. "Gotta clean my shower." 


Bruce couldn't suppress a laugh, "I think you'll find that the lab crew cleaned everything up. Come on," he 


reached over and unbuckled Jan's safety belt. "l'm tired too; we both need a few hours of sleep." 


"Where are you going to sleep," Jan asked, reviving somewhat as he unlocked his door. He noted with mild 
surprise that the door sported two new locks; somehow Bruce must have arranged for them to be installed 

"I keep a sleeping bag in the boot of my car. I'm used to this sort of thing, don't worry about me." 

Jan fell into bed fully clothed, only managing to kick off his Reeboks before succumbing to a deep sleep. At 
some point he was aware of Bruce moving about the room and somehow, despite the danger he was in, he felt 
safer knowing the detective was there. 

Janick awoke blurrily to the sound of voices and sat up with a start, only to see Bruce overseeing a workman 
who was installing a telephone. The detective looked fresh and rested, unlike the way Jan himself felt, freshly 


shaven with his long brown hair pulled back in a ponytail and wearing simple jeans and a tee-shirt. A rolled-up 


sleeping bag was stashed behind the one armchair in the room. At Jan's sudden movement, the detective 
turned and gave a grin. 

"You look like a sleepy lion, mate. How are you feeling?" 

"Better, | guess," Jan yawned, noting that it was already mid-afternoon. He went to the tiny bathroom and 
dared to peer into the shower stall, noting with relief that Bruce was right, the stall was scrubbed clean and a 
faint scent of bleach lingered. After a quick hot shower he re-emerged to find the workman had left and 
Bruce was on the newly -installed phone speaking low and earnestly to someone. Jan gave an inward sigh and 
went to the kitchen area to fix a cup of instant coffee and a bite to eat. He could see by the cup and a plate 
in the sink that Bruce had prepared something for himself as well. Lost in thought, he jumped when Bruce 
suddenly spoke from behind his chair. 

‘| want you to know that any expense, like the phone and anything of yours that | use while I'm here, will be 
reimbursed. You can choose to keep the phone or not after this is all over with; its up to you." 

Jan nodded. At the moment, the expenses were the least of his concern It did remind him, though, that he had 
to work in a few hours. "You're going to accompany me to work again?" 

There must have been something in his tone because Bruce came around and sat opposite him, forcing him to 
look up from his coffee cup. "I have to, Janick. There will be other undercover men in the vicinity of the pub 
as well. | know this is hugely inconvenient for you, but it isn't as inconvenient as what could happen if you're 
left unguarded! | was just on the phone to Rod," Janick knew he was referring to C. |. Smallwood. "The autopsy 
of the latest victim has been completed, and it's not pretty. The killer is stepping up his game and getting more 
vicious. This is one twisted motherfucker we're dealing with here, and we're going to do everything in our 
power to see that he doesn't add you to his score!" 

"| know, | know." Janick ran his hand through his damp hair. "I don't want to seem uncooperative, it's just that 
it's such a shock" 

Bruce gave the other man a long look, his eyes softening. Having been a cop for six years and been an army 
intelligence officer before that he was able to detach himself from the situation and often had to remind 
himself that people like Janick were human beings caught up in a horrific situation not of their own making. 
"We'll keep you safe, Janick," he said quietly. "I promise." 

Janick's vulnerability was breaking through Bruce's ‘tough-cop' exterior, penetrating the shell he had been 
forced to build around himself to seal out the unpleasantness he witnessed which allowed him to focus on 
getting his job done. He'd worked with dozens of people like Janick who had been caught up in circumstances 
beyond their control, but Janick struck a chord with him. They were of a similar age, for one thing, and Bruce 
knew from his background check of Jan that, unlike many gay escorts, Jan had no criminal record and was 
obviously not a drug-user. 

For the first time, Janick felt a connection with the detective and he realized that he trusted the man. His 
mind was starting to grasp what was happening, though he was still in denial that this could really be happening 
to him. "I usually call my mother once a week," he told Bruce. "Can | use the phone for that?" 


Its your phone," Bruce smiled. "Just try not to tie it up for long. Rod wants me to check in with him before 
we go to the pub." 

Once Jan had the phone in his hand though, he had to take a moment to compose himself before dialing the 
familiar number. There was absolutely no way he wanted his family to know he was being targeted by a 
murderer and he knew his mother's intuition would pick up any change in his tone. After making the call, Jan 


felt he'd done well. He'd spoken to both his parents and there was nothing to indicate they'd noticed anything 


odd about him. He promised them that he would come home for Christmas, something he hadn't been able to 
afford to do the previous year. Jan found himself thinking as he hung up the phone "If | live until Christmas, 
that is!" The fact that the thought even entered his mind was chilling. 


Chapter Five 


Author's Notes: 
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respect and admiration for these people. | earn nothing from my fanfiction 


~*~ Chapter Five ~*~ 

While in the tiny bathroom changing for his shift at the pub Jan couldn't help but overhear some of Bruce's 
phone conversation with Cl. Smallwood. Phrases like ‘massive blood loss’, ‘severed genitals’, and ‘raped 
repeatedly’ were not comforting to say the least - it was apparent that the two were discussing the autopsy 
findings from the latest murder victim. Jan felt a vague urge to throw up but managed to steel himself as he 
left the bathroom to find Bruce waiting to accompany him to work 

The night was uneventful. If Jenkins thought it strange that Jan's visiting ‘cousin’ came with him to work every 
day and stayed through the entire shift, he didn't comment on it. It was a Saturday and the busiest night of 
the week and it was inevitable that some of the customers called upon Jan to play the guitar. Playing a song 
or two between his bartending duties throughout the evening, Jan wasn't surprised this time to recognize 
Bruce's clear tenor amongst the patrons as they sang along to the familiar rock tunes. Jan was gaining an 
appreciation of Bruce's value as an undercover detective. The man had a unique way of blending into the crowd, 
blending in and chatting easily with people while staying out of the spotlight and not drawing attention to 
himself. 

They had taken Jan's regular bus to work, but as Jan had never seen the strange black-clad figure in the 
daytime Bruce's hopes for a glimpse of the man were pinned on the ride home. At first, nothing seemed out of 
place. The ten-minute ride to the first stop was routine, with a smattering of other riders on the bus. The 
night was clear and cold and no one else was at the first bus stop as they awaited the connecting bus. 

"Let's pretend we're don't know one another," Bruce suggested before they got off the bus. "The longer we can 
get him to believe you're alone, the better." 

At the bus stop they stood apart, feigning nonchalance, but the area seemed devoid of other people. After 
several minutes, however, Bruce spoke quietly, still not looking in Jan's direction 

"I thought | saw a shadow in the park," he said. "Don't make it obvious you're looking, but turn in that direction 
and keep an eye out" 

Jan did as suggested, still not looking directly toward the darkened park across the street, but at first saw 
nothing. Then he saw it. A shadow that he at first assumed was part of a tree trunk until he saw a slight 
movement. 

"| think it's him beneath the tree!" Jan hissed under his breath. 

Bruce didn't move or look in that direction, but with his back toward the park he casually raised his hand to 
his collar and spoke into a microphone hidden there in a low whisper, "Unidentified subject in park directly 
beneath large maple tree." 

Jan hadn't realized until that moment that Bruce was wearing a two-way radio. Not sure what, if anything, 
was going to happen, Jan waited tensely. A few minutes passed and when he glanced in the direction of the 


park again the man had gone. He could see the lights of the approaching bus further down the street. 

"What happened?" Jan waited until the two had boarded the bus to ask. 

"One of our men started walking toward where we saw the guy but by the time he got there, no one was in 
sight." 

"Damn," Jan muttered. "I just want this fucker caught; | want to get this over with!" 


Bruce gave him a sympathetic smile, "H's not going to be that easy, l'm afraid. Even if the guy had still been 
there, we can't arrest someone for standing in a park. We just wanted to get a better look at him in hopes of 
identifying him." 

There was nothing unusual at the second bus stop and a half-hour later the two were back at Jan's flat. Jan 
cracked a beer and brought out a book he'd been reading, his usual bedtime routine. Bruce spread a sleeping 
bag on the floor, sat on it cross-legged, and dug a large sheaf of papers from his knapsack. The two didn't 
speak, a kind of awkwardness steeling between them that was due to their enforced state of being 
‘roommates’. 

‘lm off work for the next two days, " Jan commented presently. "The pub is closed Sundays and Mondays." 
Bruce looked up, "What do you normally do on your days off?" 

"Well, you said | shouldn't go busking. The only other thing | do is try to find auditions." 

"Auditions? You're looking to join a band?" Jan realized then that despite being thrust into one another's 
company, the two of them were virtually strangers. 

Its why | moved to London in the first place," Jan informed the detective. "My band up north broke up, but | 
still want to play." 


Bruce nodded, fitting together some pieces in his mind that he'd been curious about regarding Jan. "You're a 
very good guitarist," he commented. 

"Not good enough, apparently!" Jan sighed. "Besides, you've only heard me playing covers on an acoustic, so | 
may not be as good as you think!" 

"No," Bruce said seriously, putting the papers he'd been reading down. "I can tell. You're good. | used to be in a 
band myself before | joined the army - | know talent when | hear it" 

"You were in a band?" Jan couldn't hide his surprise. He wasn't surprised to learn Bruce had been in the army 
but would never have imagined him in a band. 

Bruce laughed a little, "It was just amateur stuff in school. We played old Deep Purple covers, Zeppelin... stuff 
like that." 


"What instrument did you play?" 


"| was the singer." 

Jan should have realized that, he thought, remembering how easily Bruce had joined in at the pub. "Well, at 
least you had the sense to quit and pursue a real career. | should probably do the same, but | just can't 
imagine giving up music." 

"Then don't," Bruce said simply. "Go to auditions, do whatever you normally would on your days off. I'll have to 
come along, and the team watching the house will have to know where we are at all times, but we have to 


keep your routine as normal as possible to keep The Pilgrim off his guard" 


"There's a team watching the house?" Jan was mildly surprised. 

"We may not be the only ones watching the house, you know." Bruce reminded him. 

Some time later Jan put down his book and tried to get some sleep, but he was unable to relax. Bruce was 
quietly shuffling through a folder of paperwork on the floor a few feet away and only one small lamp was lit in 
the room, but Jan's stomach was tied in knots and he was on edge. Not only were there policemen watching his 
apartment but a vicious, sadistic murderer may also be watching as well. He eventually drifted off but slept 
fitfully, jumping at every sound. 

At one point he awoke to see the lamp was still burning but Bruce was sprawled in his sleeping bag, snoring 
softly. Jan visited the bathroom and just settled into bed again when his ears caught a faint sound. It was like 
a quiet footfall, but it was above him. His was the only flat in the building and the roof was directly above, so 
there should have been nothing to make a sound. Straining his ears, his nerves tense, Jan listened for what 
seemed like minutes but heard nothing else. Forced to conclude that it had only been his imagination, Jan 
nevertheless found it impossible to get back to sleep. Giving up, he got out of bed and went to the window, 
opening the blinds to look down on the street. Then his heart froze. Further down the block and walking in the 
opposite direction was a man in a long black coat. 

"Bruce!" Janick whispered urgently, calling the detective by his first name in his excitement. 

The detective was on his feet instantly and at Jan's side at the window, "What is it? Did you see something?" 
Jan described the brief glimpse he had of the shadowy figure and Bruce was keying the mic on his radio 
before Jan even finished. 

"Yes, walking east down Forrest Road, not two minutes ago. Well, damn it, why are you therel? Where's 
O'Connell? If he fell asleep I'll have him sacked!" 

After a few minutes of confused conversation, Bruce angrily keyed off the mic. "Incompetent idiots!" he cursed. 
‘O'Connell was supposed to be watching that side of the street but he said he stepped into an alley to have a 
piss. He was more likely sleeping in his car!" 

The detective took a deep breath and ran his hand through his loose hair, "What did you see? Describe it to 


me in detail." 


Jan started to recite how he'd gotten up to use the loo but when he got to the part about thinking he heard a 
footstep Bruce stopped him. 

"You heard something and didn't wake me! Goddamn it, Gers, you still aren't taking this seriously enough! I've 
half a mind to show you the file photos of the previous victims - that should drive the point home to youl” 
Jan understood Bruce's anger, "No, God nol" The very thought made him quail. "I'm sorry, okay! It was just a 
slight sound; | may have imagined it." 

"We can't take that chancel" Bruce visibly reined in his frustration and made Jan go over the events of the 
past few minutes several times, then got on his radio again. 

"Check out the rooftops," he told the team members, "and as soon as it's light | want you to go over this 
building with a fine-toothed comb. Don't be obvious, disguise yourselves as maintenance workers or something, 
but if there's a way to get on the roof, | want it watched at all times!" 

Jan sank into the kitchen chair, his mind numb. Could the killer really have been on the roof as he slept?! He 
didn't want to accept it, but he knew that realistically it was possible. He was thankful that Bruce was taking 
charge because he wasn't even aware of how to access the roof or if it could even be accessed from inside 
the building. A sense of panic threatened to overwhelm him and he pressed his palms to his face, discovering 


that he was shaking. 


He didn’t look up but was aware that Bruce had sat across from him, ‘Listen, Gers.. Janick. | know | may seem 
harsh, but its my job to keep you safe and catch this bastard. You have to tell me everything you see or 
hear, even if it seems trivial, do you understand?" 

| know," Jan sighed, looking up. "I will from now on" 

Bruce accepted that as a promise and looked at his wristwatch. "Christ, it's nearly dawn. Are you going to try 
to go back to bed?" 

"Like | could sleep!" Jan snorted. Still, there really wasn't anything else to do for a few hours. He almost wished 
he had a television, it would at least provide distraction. 

"| probably couldn't either," Bruce admitted. "| went over the case files last night for probably the hundredth 
time but | feel like | must be missing something. The people working on this are all going off on tangents and 
creating complicated psychological profiles of this nut, but | think there may be something basic we're missing. 
| just don't know what it could be!" 

Janick got up and turned on the kettle. If they were going to stay up they might as well have some coffee. He 
rummaged in the cupboard, withdrawing a half-empty tray of pastries. "l'm going to have to do some 
shopping," he muttered to himself, "with both of us eating here." 

"We can do that when we go out later," Bruce told him. "Now, do you have an audition lined up, or were you 
just going to go out and scout for some?" 

| was going to scout for something. I'm happy with my job at the pub but l'm hoping to find a band with 
weekend gigs | can play with on nights I'm not bartending. And, hopefully, something that will eventually allow 
me to quit bartending and become a full-time musician again" 

"But you have no interest in returning to being a paid escort," Bruce shook his head, more in puzzlement than 
disbelief now. 

"| never was a paid escort!" Janick said a bit hotly, turning to bring two cups of hot coffee to the table. He 
was unable to think of his time with lan in those terms. 

"Well, you certainly don't fit the profile of one," Bruce admitted, shaking his head slightly. 

"Maybe | was naive, even dumb, to go out with lan," Jan was tired and irritable and weary of his relationship 
with lan being put under a microscope, "but I'm not sorry it happened, even though it seems it's put me in a 
murderer's crosshairs!" 

Bruce looked across at the other man in mild surprise. Though he didn't know Janick well, Bruce was excellent 
at reading people and he knew instinctively that Jan was not a person given to such angry outbursts. "I'm 
sorry," he heard himself say. "I wasn't judging you. How could | - I've been there myself." 

Jan's spark of anger had vanished as quickly as it had appeared and he looked at Bruce in confusion, "Been 
where?" 

"Been entangled in a relationship that, in retrospect, | shouldn't have been. And, like you, | can't say that | 
regret it, even though it ended my army career." It was out-of-character for Bruce to speak so candidly but 
he, too, was tired and stressed and less careful about keeping his guard up than usual. 

"What happened?" Janick asked quietly. 

Bruce looked up to see curiosity and concern in the other man's clear gray eyes. What the hell, he thought. It 
was all on record anyway if anyone took the trouble to dig for it. Besides, there was something in Janick's 
manner that resonated with Bruce. Janick was touchy whenever the subject of lan Gillan surfaced, and Bruce 
understood why more than Janick realized. He sipped his coffee and for a moment Janick thought he'd 
overstepped his bounds by asking and that the detective wasn't going to reply. 


"| was a special agent in Army Intelligence, working near the Afghan Iraq border," Bruce began "There was only 
a small squad of us and my C0. was a Colonel named Watkins. Watkins was as good a soldier as they come, 
resourceful and clever, and because | had a knack for spying out guerilla strongholds, he and | worked closely. 
Too closely, as it turned out," Bruce gave a humorless laugh. "One of the other squad members caught Watkins 
and me in what you might call a compromising position one day. He was threatened with court-martial unless 


he resigned, and | was kicked out of the military. End of story." 


Janick stared. He had expected a tragic story, like perhaps Bruce had been caught cheating on a wife or fiancé, 
but certainly nothing like this! "Wow," he breathed at last. "I'm sorry that happened, Inspector." 

"You may as well call me Bruce; you know my deepest secret now! Bruce laughed. 

"But you don't regret that it happened?" Jan asked. 

"Do you regret knowing lan Gillan?" Bruce countered. 

Jan nodded, understanding exactly what Bruce meant. "Well, even though you had to leave the military, you're 
making good use of your natural skills and are helping people now in the police force," Jan pointed out. 

Bruce sighed and picked at the somewhat stale pastry in his hand, "I'm not sure how much l'm helping anyone, 
but | do like being a cop," he admitted. "And what | just told you? Please don't repeat it to anyone. It's in my 
records that | was discharged dishonorably from the military but no one | work with knows why, and I'd like to 
keep it that way." 

Ill never tell anyone, Bruce," Janick promised, and Bruce knew that he would keep his word. 

Bruce had several phone calls to make to check in with Smallwood and make arrangements to have the roof 
access to Jan's building and the surrounding buildings checked out. Jan tried to occupy his morning as he 
normally would on a day off work, which meant keeping his skills sharp on his Fender Stratocaster. Usually it 
was in anticipation of an afternoon busking, but Bruce strongly advised against that, feeling that it would be too 
easy for The Pilgrim to accost Janick on a crowded street with so many people milling about. He kept his amp 
turned low so as not to disturb Bruce's business, but playing relaxed him as it always did and for a few 
minutes he was able to forget about the bizarre situation he found himself in. Lost in the world his music 
transported him to, Jan was startled when he finished a song and looked up to see Bruce watching him intently. 
Bruce was finding Janick to be a bit of an enigma. When he first heard the name listed as a known associate of 
lan Gillan he'd expected another of the male escorts, rent boys, and gay hookers he'd encountered in his career 
in the police force. They all blended together after a time, but this man was a breath of fresh air. Soft- 
spoken, intelligent, and low-key, he was not only remarkably good-looking - and seemingly unaware of it - but 
also a talented musician. There was a vulnerability about him, which may explain why Bruce had unexpectedly 
revealed the story of the end of his army career. This man would not judge him, and he was finding that he 
didn't judge Janick either. 

Now Bruce sat watching as Janick played, mesmerized by the effortless flow of the man's hands across the 
frets and the dreamlike expression of his face. It took Bruce back to his own school days when he and some 
mates had formed a garage band, playing at local youth halls and dances. The band had been a way for Bruce 
to escape the loneliness and tedium of boarding school and he had discovered that he was, by all accounts, a 
decent vocalist. He hadn't thought about those days for years and now, as he watched Janick play, he felt a 
longing for those times, before he'd seen the grim side of life in the army and the police force, back when he 
could still believe there was good in the world and that he, himself, had a place in that world. 

"Well, Gers," Bruce broke himself out of his reverie gruffly, "you ready to head out?" 


The day was unproductive as far as finding Janick a gig as a guitarist, but Bruce felt himself relaxing even as 
they went through the protocol of surveilling the immediate area everywhere they went and unobtrusively 
updating the undercover team of their whereabouts on his radio. It had been a long time since he had spent a 
day just out on the streets amongst ordinary people and doing so put him in a strange, almost reflective 
frame of mind. He had been losing himself in his job, he realized, and it was becoming more difficult to 
separate Bruce the man from Bruce the cop. Even at home, he seemed always to be immersed in files, case 
records, and research regarding the cases he was working on. Tagging along after Janick as the guitarist 
canvassed clubs, music shops, and pubs frequented by musicians as he networked seeking a gig was a sharp 
reminder for Bruce that he really had no life outside his job. Chatting with Janick as the two made their way 
around town made Bruce realize he missed that part of his life - socializing, hanging out with others his own 
age, and just enjoying himself. 

Janick made it easy, though - he was engaging and bright and easy to talk with. A part of Bruce wished there 
was no case, no murderer to catch, and certainly no danger to Janick, and he had to forcibly remind himself 
that he was here to do a job, and nothing else. Janick picked up a few vague leads and had jotted down a few 
phone numbers to follow up on. Having a phone was going to make seeking gigs considerably easier, he realized, 
and as the two men took the bus back to the flat late in the day Janick made a mental note to call Steve, the 
bassist for the band he'd auditioned for the previous week. 

"Shit!" Jan stopped as he was unlocking the door to the flat, "I forgot to pick up some groceries!" 

"No worries," Bruce was dismissive. "I'll order some takeaway, the department will pick up the tab. | practically 


live on that sort of thing anyway." 


Jan unlocked the door, then stopped dead. 

"Something isn't right," he said. 

Bruce was instantly alert and moved to the front, one hand in the inside pocket of his leather jacket. With a 
start, Jan realized that Bruce kept a small gun concealed there. Bruce was speaking into the mic hidden on his 
collar. 

"Possible intruder at the flat. Where the fuck is O'Connell?" 

The officer called O'Connell came on the radio and Bruce tore into him, "Listen, goddamn it, you'd better get 
your shit straight or you're going on report right now! Has there been anything unusual to report on this 
block? Anything at all?" 

Jan couldn't make out the muffled reply but it seemed to incense Bruce further, "You are not to take your 
eyes off this building for one second, do you hear me! Not to get a cup of coffee, not to take a piss, nothing!" 
He snapped the mic off and sighed, running his hand through his hair, turning to Janick. 

"After | search the room | want you to go through the entire flat carefully. If anything looks even a fraction 
of an inch out of place, tell me!" Searching the room was routine; they could easily see that no one was there. 
Bruce then watched as Janick nervously went through the place. 


"Do you remember if | closed the cupboard door before we left this morning," he asked Bruce. 


"| think you did." 


"Its ajar now. Closed but not latched. Other than that, though, | can't see anything wrong." 
"Good eye for noticing that," Bruce commented, getting on his radio again, "Have a fingerprint man come to the 


flat in disguise. | don't care, a phone repairman or something! Right." 


"We didn't get any prints last time, he probably wears gloves, but we have to check. Besides, we got something 


even better last time." 


"Oh, God," Jan said and hurried to check the shower. It was sparkling clean, just as he left it. He let out a sigh 
of relief. "Maybe I'm mistaken and no one was in here. My nerves are shot to pieces," he admitted as he 
rejoined Bruce in the main room. 

"We can't be too careful," Bruce reminded him. "If there's even a suspicion that something isn't right, we have 
to treat it as a threat" 

Half an hour later a man came in the guise of an electrician to dust the kitchen cupboards for prints. As 
Bruce suspected, there were none to be found other than Jan's own and a few of Bruce's, which were 
eliminated on the spot by the expert. After he left, Bruce phoned for some Italian takeaway and helped himself 
to some of the beer Jan kept in the tiny fridge. 

"What is your usual routine on nights you aren't working," he asked Jan, passing him a beer as well 


| sometimes go to the pub on the next block," Jan told him, "but usually | stay in and work on songs." 
"Practice, you mean?" 


Jan shook his head, taking a swig of beer, "I write music too. | wrote all the music for my old band. Not the 
lyrics, just the music.” 

"Sounds like a lonely life," Bruce commented unthinkingly. 

Jan didn't take offense, "| suppose it must seem like it, but going out costs money, which | have very little of, 
and | enjoy working on my music.” 

When the food arrived Jan found that he was hungry, having only eaten some stale pastries for breakfast, and 
after they ate he brought out his guitar again as Bruce caught up on his phone calls. Because he was guarding 
Jan twenty-four hours a day, he'd been unable to attend the daily meetings of the task force working on The 
Pilgrim murders and had to get updates from Cl. Smallwood via phone. The evening passed with the two men 
busy with their respective tasks, then at around eleven Bruce excused himself to take a shower. 

Jan knew he would have to take a shower in the morning, but the whole incident of the shower still made him 
feel nauseous and somehow violated. A psychopath had stood in his shower and wanked off! It was disgusting 
and perverted and made his skin crawl. Thinking about it broke the flow of his playing and he laid the guitar 
aside as he heard Bruce turn on the water in the bathroom. He had been trying to distract himself from the 
situation all day but it hadn't worked very well. He lay his head back in the armchair he was sitting in and 
closed his eyes. 

Then he heard it. The same soft thump that he had heard the previous night, coming from the area of the 
ceiling. He sat upright, every muscle tense, then remembered his promise to Bruce. 

Going to the bathroom door he tapped softly, "Bruce? | thought | heard a footstep again” It sounded childish to 
his own ears, like a little boy complaining of things that go bump in the night. 

Bruce was at the door in an instant, his long hair dripping and a towel hastily wrapped around his waist. The 
thick straight hair of his chest was dotted with lather. 

Jan recounted where he had been sitting and what he thought he'd heard, and Bruce retrieved his radio from 
his discarded clothes, speaking urgently into the mic. 

"O'Connell, if you've left your post again you're out of the force!" 


O'Connell replied, but Jan couldn't make out the words. Bruce ordered the four men outside to unobtrusively 
canvass the area. They had learned that all the connecting roofs were accessible from the street via a single 
fire escape in the center of the block and the ladder was visible from where two of the men were concealed, 
but Bruce wanted the rooftop checked anyway. 

Jan sat at the kitchen table and sank his head in his hands as Bruce followed the search via radio. Any other 
time he would have dismissed such sounds as rats or other animals in the walls of the old building and he 
knew that could very well be all it was. But now he was jumping at sounds and shadows, and he felt hunted. He 
looked over to where Bruce stood talking on the radio. He had faith in the detective, even the sight of him 
standing there still wet and wrapped in a towel was somehow reassuring, but Jan was no fool. He knew there 
were hundreds of unsolved murders on record and that the police couldn't keep up this vigilance indefinitely. If 
nothing developed from watching Jan, they would pull their forces to other cases, and then what would 
happen? The killer may still be targeting him. He wondered if he would ever feel safe again 

"You okay, Janick?" Bruce spoke, startling Jan from his thoughts. 

"As okay as | can be, | suppose." Jan raised his head and rubbed his eyes. "Did they find anything?" 


Bruce shook his head, "They've scouted all the rooftops and no one is up there, but tomorrow I'm going to 
have O'Connell reassigned. He's not experienced enough at this kind of work, | think he's been slacking. Just 
because no one is there now doesn't mean that someone didn't sneak up there earlier." 


Jan was just shaking his head, "l'm not the type to worry, but this is starting to get me down" 


Bruce knelt in front of his chair, his expression empathetic, "I know, mate, | know. But something has to break 


soon." 


Jan glanced down at him, then quickly looked away. Bruce had forgotten he was wearing only a towel and when 
he knelt he'd inadvertently exposed himself. That was a distraction, Janick found himself thinking, but not the 
kind he needed! 

After the men outside had all radioed that they'd found nothing unusual in their search, Bruce went to finish 
his shower, leaving the bathroom door ajar. Jan knew it was so he might be able to hear better over the 
sound of the water if there was either another unusual sound or if Jan called to him again, but Jan found 
himself wishing he'd closed the door. From where he sat he could see movement in the bathroom as Bruce 
dried himself and dressed, quick glimpses of a hairy chest or smooth buttock, and Jan felt his throat close up. 
He hadn't had any sexual activity since parting with lan aside from occasional wanks, and he couldn't deny that 
he found the muscular detective very attractive. Could there be a more inappropriate time to be sexually 
attracted to someone?! Janick turned in his chair to face the wall. 

An hour later after the two men had gone to bed, Jan found himself looking at the sleeping detective. He 
wasn't conventionally handsome but he had a quirky charm about him when his face was relaxed in sleep. His 
long straight hair lay across the spare pillow Jan had loaned him and he had one hand curled beneath his cheek. 
Jan sighed and turned away. Even though he was grateful to lan Gillan for helping him accept his attraction to 
men, he sometimes wished he had stayed in denial. So far, the revelation had led to nothing but trouble. 


Chapter Six 


Author's Notes: 
This is a work of pure fiction written with the utmost love and respect for the men whose characteristics I've 
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~*~ Chapter Six ~*~ 

Sleep did not come easily. At every rustle of the bedclothes, at every gust of wind on the windowpane, Janick 
started. The minutes seemed to crawl by on the bedside clock Bruce moved in his sleep, rolling over, his 
knuckles hitting the floor lightly, and Janick's heart skipped a beat at the sound. His mind was racing, overtired 
and torn with worry, and at last he sat up in bed, his arms hooked around his drawn-up knees, staring at the 
lights from the streetlamps seeping through the slats of the window blinds. What the fuck was he doing here? 
Why did he come to London in the first place? His parents hadn't wanted him to leave home. While it was true 
there was little work available in his hometown, there were cities closer than London where he could have 
gone. Cities with a thriving music scene, cities where he may have been able to join a band and continue his 
dream of making a living through his music. He sighed. 

“Can't sleep?" 

Bruce's quiet voice made Janick's heart jump to his throat and his hand flew to his chest. "Christ, man, you 
startled me! I'm jumpy enough as it is!" 

"Sorry," Bruce chuckled, "but | get it. I'm on edge too. Every instinct | possess tells me The Pilgrim is getting 
closer to making a move. But | don't know what that move might be or how to circumvent it!" The detective 
lay on his back staring at the ceiling, his hands clasped behind his head. 

Janick was tired of hashing things over and over in his head; perhaps if he learned more he would be better 
able to cope with this situation. "What makes you think he's getting close to doing something?" he asked. 
"Timing, for one thing," Bruce told him. "The murders have been getting progressively closer together, and the 
last two were scarcely a month apart. The boy whose body we just found was reported missing three weeks 
ago, so that means the killer probably kept him captive for over two weeks before he died. These maniacs are 
addicted to the thrill, and the thrill of the last one will be wearing off by now. He'll be looking for another rush 
soon" 

"Yeah, with mel" Jan said grimly. 

"NO!" Bruce said vehemently, sitting up and facing Jan "Do not start thinking like a victim, or you'll become one! 
These guys can sense that; it enhances the thrill for them to know you're scared!" 

"Of course l'm scared!" Jan responded. "I'm just sitting here like bait, waiting for him to show up!" 

"Goddamn it, | told you not to think like that!" Bruce's voice wasn't as angry as his words and he stood, coming 
over to sit on the edge of Jan's bed "You are not bait! You are a citizen cooperating with law enforcement in 
our attempts to catch a vicious serial killer. If we feel there is any imminent danger, we'll take you to a safe 
location For now, though, we need for the murderer to feel unthreatened, like everything is going according to 
his plan. That's our only chance to get him to come close enough to catch him." 


"You're right," Jan took a deep breath, "I'm sorry." 


Bruce's voice softened and he clasped a hand on Jan's shoulder in reassurance, "You have nothing to be sorry 
for. 'm the one who's sorry. I'm as sorry as hell you got caught up in this!" 

"You must see this sort of thing all the time, but its all new to me," Jan tried to explain 

| see way too fucking much of it!" Bruce agreed. 

That brought to Jan's mind something he'd been curious about. Hoping that talking would distract him from his 
dark thoughts, he asked. "Why did you become a cop, then? I'd have thought you'd have seen more than your 
share of ugliness while in the military.” 

“There weren't many options open to me after | was kicked out of the army," Bruce said quietly. It was usually 
hard for him to talk about himself, but in this darkened room and with Jan's sympathetic presence, it was 
somehow easier to open up. "I went to a good school but didn't learn anything practical there; anything that 
would help me earn a living. Once the Yard saw the accolades and commendations l'd won in the service, they 
were willing to overlook my less-than-honorable discharge. Rod had a lot of influence in that; he's an ex- 
military man himself.” 

"Cl. Smallwood, you mean?" Jan asked. "I didn't realize a Chief Inspector had that much influence." 

"He wasn't always a Chief Inspector," Bruce said. "He had a high position in the NCA until he had a heart attack 
and had to give it up. He transferred to the Met and took a desk job but couldn't give up the life completely, 
it's in his blood,’ Bruce laughed a little bitterly. "I think its getting into mine, as well’. 

"You don't seem very happy about that," Jan observed. 

The detective was quiet for so long Jan thought he'd either fallen asleep or simply wasn't going to answer. 


"| don't really know how | feel about it," he finally said. "It's my life; right now it's the only thing in my life." 


"You don't have parents? A family?" Jan was surprised. 

Jan could feel Bruce shaking his head. They were both sitting back against the headboard of the bed now, their 
shoulders almost touching in the narrow space. "No. My grandparents raised me, and they're gone now. My 
Mom died in a car accident when | was a baby and | never knew who my father was. Oh, | could find out, | 
suppose, with the resources available to me now. But it really isn't important to me." 

Jan thought of his own loving family; his parents, brother, and sister. He couldn't imagine what it would be like 
to have no one. "I'm sorry," was all he could think of to say. 

He felt the other man shrug, "It's just the way things are. Most of the time I'm too busy to think about it 
much." He fell silent for a moment then Jan felt him turn toward him, "What about you, Janick? What led you 
to become a musician?" 

It was a simple question, but difficult for Jan to answer. "My parents wanted me to go to University to 
become a teacher like my Dad, but from the moment | picked up my first guitar, playing was all | cared about. 
It's like you said - these things get into the blood” 

"How long have you been playing?" Bruce wanted to know. 

"An uncle bought me my first acoustic when | was eleven," Jan told him, "and it just escalated from there. My 
mate Crash had a set of drums and we gathered a few other blokes from school to form a band" 

Bruce went on to ask more, his long-dormant interest in music piqued, and the two men talked for the better 
part of the night. Bruce felt relaxed, almost forgetting he was a cop on the job, and his mind drifted back to 
his days in boarding school staying up at night in defiance of the headmaster, sneaking around the dorms to 
visit his mates in the dark. He was reminded of other things as well, things that happened as the boys grew 


older and more curious about the world. Sitting in the near darkness with Janick, Bruce couldn't help but be 


aware of the warmth of the man close beside him, the scent of his hair, and even the occasional whisper of 
hair against brushing against his shoulder. 

When he realized the direction his thoughts had taken Bruce drew himself up short, sitting upright. "We'd 
better try to get at least some sleep," he said almost brusquely. "I have to go into the office tomorrow, | need 
to write up a preliminary report of my time or the department won't authorize any expenditures. Also, Rod 
mentioned a special meeting of the task force that | shouldn't miss. There will be men outside at all times and 
Ill leave you my spare radio so you can contact them directly if you need to, so you needn't worry.” 

"Can't | just tag along with you?" Jan asked. He didn't relish the thought of being alone in the flat even though 
he knew there were undercover officers within call. 

Bruce looked surprised, "It will be boring as hell, mate," he cautioned Janick. "I may be tied up for most of the 
day." 

Jan shrugged, "I don't have anything else to do." That wasn't strictly true; he knew he could be following up 
leads for a gig. "To tell the truth, | don't want to sit around all day worrying and jumping at shadows. l'd feel a 
lot safer with you." 


Bruce couldn't deny that he was pleased, "Of course you can come along, if you like. But we really should try 
to get some rest." He made to get up from the bed but felt Jan's hand on his arm. 

"You don't have to get up. This bed has to be more comfortable than the floor." 

Bruce hesitated. He didn't find the floor especially uncomfortable, particularly when compared to the times he'd 
slept on bare rocks while in the service, but the bed was warm and comfortable. His hesitation stemmed more 
from his close proximity to Janick in the narrow bed. ‘This is ridiculous,’ he finally told himself. ‘I'm here to do 
a job; | have to simply ignore any other interest | may have in this man‘ 

“All right," he said aloud, "but if | snore, kick me!" 

Jan laughed, and the two men fell silent. Within minutes, both were asleep. 

RK 

When Janick awoke he felt a solid warmth next to him in the bed, and his first instinct was to panic. Then he 
realized it was Bruce, who had rolled over in his sleep and was practically spooning Janick while still sleeping 
soundly. A muscular, hairy arm rested on the coverlet across Janick's hip and though he had an urge to get 
up to use the toilet, Jan didn't move. The detective wore only a pair of sweatpants and a tee shirt and with a 
jolt Janick realized that he felt morning wood against his backside. He resisted a very strong urge to press 
back against the other man. 

Goddamn it! As if being stalked by a serial killer wasn't enough to complicate his life, now he was having erotic 
thoughts about the detective assigned to guard him! A glance at the bedside clock showed him it was mid- 
morning, and though it crossed Jan's mind how pleasant it would be to lie there a little longer, he crept out of 
the bed. Bruce mumbled incoherently and turned toward the wall and Jan took the opportunity to have a quick 
shower. Insidious thoughts crept into his mind again in the shower and he had to physically stop his hand from 
sliding down below his stomach. What the hell was wrong with him! He was in a deadly serious situation, and 
yet he wanted to wank off! Damn Bruce for being so attractive! And not just physically attractive. The more 
time Janick spent with the detective, the more the other man let his detached tough-cop persona slip to 
reveal the charismatic, sharp-witted, yet somehow vulnerable man beneath. 

When Janick emerged from the bathroom he found Bruce awake, dressed in tight-fitting frayed jeans and a 
fresh shirt, and on the phone. He motioned to Jan that there was a hot cup of coffee awaiting him and soon 


hung up the phone. 

"Turns out you needed to come in with me today anyway, Janick," he said. "Rod says he has a few more things 
to ask you about lan Gillan. 

Jan gave an involuntary groan, his deep reluctance clear in his expression. "Damn it, " he grumbled, " it's so.. 
awkward to talk about!" 

Bruce was surprisingly sympathetic. "I know how it feels. The Board of Inquiry that discharged me from the 
army made me go over everything leading up to the inquiry- and | mean everything. Though | don't think Rod 
is going to want the kind of details | had to give; I'm sure he just has some general questions." 

Jan immediately felt contrite for complaining. It hadn't occurred to him before, but he realized that what 
Bruce had gone through must have been humiliating to a degree he could only imagine. Within a few minutes, 
the two men headed to the Met station, stopping at a drive-through for a quick breakfast on the way. Their 
first stop upon arriving at the large, modern office building was Cl. Smallwood's office where the older man 
greeted Janick warmly. 

"Mr. Gers, how are you holding up?" He rose from his desk to shake Jan's hand. 

"Janick, please," Jan managed a smile. "I'm a bundle of nerves, but hanging in there." 

The Chief turned to where Bruce had slouched in a chair with one foot on the desk, "The task force briefing 
starts in half an hour, and the accounting department is breathing down my neck for your preliminary expense 


reports." 


| have my notes," Bruce reached into his ever-present knapsack and drawing out a sheaf of crumpled, 
handwritten notepaper. "I'll fill out the reports after the meeting, don't worry.” 

"Right. | think we may have to add more men to the team watching Janick's building. | don't like the fact you're 
hearing odd sounds in the building.” 

"| don't like it either," Bruce grimaced. "And replace O'Connell with someone else, will you? The man is a good 


desk cop but useless for surveillance." 


Smallwood nodded, making a note. "Done. Now, Janick, can you tell me if you've ever heard lan Gillan refer to 
someone called Blackie?" 

Jan thought for a moment and shook his head, "| met a few of his friends, but | don't remember anyone called 
Blackie." 

Rod's look told them that he expected that response. "This Blackie wouldn't have been part of the crowd he 
runs with," he informed them. "I've been communicating with Mr. Gillan via the Hong Kong police, but this 
morning he called me personally. It seems he's just remembered a man he went to University with who he 
described as ‘strange’. It was over fifteen years ago and he doesn't remember the man's name, only that 
everyone called him Blackie and that he had a reputation on campus as an oddball. Rumors of being into the 
occult, dressing all in black, and just generally acting odd." 

"Why would Gillan think this man could be connected with this case?" Bruce wanted to know. 

"It seems that this Blackie was a bit obsessed with Gillan," Rod told them. "Used to follow him around. Gillan 
said when he started going to the gay clubs around Uni, Blackie would show up almost every time. He didn't 
cause any trouble so it was brushed off as a coincidence, but it just occurred to him and he phoned me about 
it straight away." 

"There could be something there," Bruce said thoughttully. 


Smallwood nodded, "| have someone looking through the University records for those years for anyone with a 


name like Black If we get some names, we'll run checks on them" 


Janick was immensely relieved that all Smallwood had wanted from him was to ask about anyone named Blackie, 
but when Bruce left for the meeting he found himself at loose ends. 

"Feel free to use our lounge and cafeteria," Rod told Jan, handing him a lanyard with a temporary pass. "Bruce 
shouldn't be gone for more than an hour." 

‘Its funny," Janick commented, slipping the lanyard over his head, "but even in a building full of policemen, | feel 
safer if lm with Bruce." 

Smallwood nodded and clapped Jan on the shoulder, "He's a good man, very dedicated. If he wasn't so 
unconventional he'd go straight to the top of his field" 

"If he wasn't so unconventional," Janick commented, "maybe he wouldn't be as good a detective!" 

RK 

The wait wasn't as boring as Jan feared it might be. He wandered the public areas of the building, got an apple 
from the cafeteria, and watched part of a football match replay in the detective's lounge area. Bruce found 
him there just before noon. 

"Well, that was ninety minutes of my time I'll never get back," he grumbled, sitting across from Jan with a 
bottle of water. "Other than endless speculation about this unknown Blackie character, they have no new leads 
at all. It will take time to make a list of everyone with the name Black who went to school with Gillan, and that 
may have only been a nickname anyway, especially since he supposedly dressed in black!" 

Janick confessed to having the same thought. It felt like they were grasping at straws. "What do we do now?" 
Bruce sighed, "| have to write those fucking reports so it will be a couple more hours. You can finish watching 
the match." 

‘I've seen it; its a replay. | can wait for you in your office, if thats okay." 

"Damned boring for you, but its your choice," Bruce said. The two men went back upstairs to Bruce's cubicle 
and Janick poked around a cluttered bookshelf behind Bruce's chair as the detective organized his notes. 

"Do you mind if | read this book?" Jan asked, drawing out a dog-eared paperback 

Bruce looked up, "Go ahead - | never had time to finish it myself!" 

It was a book called The World at Arms, a History of World War Il. Not necessarily something Janick would 
ordinarily read, but after flipping through it he became interested. 

"My Grandfather served in the war, in the RAF," Bruce said after a while, making Jan look up. He was surprised 
to see that Bruce had finished his reports while he had been reading. "I've always been interested in military 
history; | suppose that's why | joined the service.” 

‘I'm interested in almost all history,” Jan said, closing the book and starting to return it to the shelf. "| was 
going to major in world history if | ever got as far as University’ 

"Keep it," Bruce told him. "I'll never have the time or patience to read it, and reading will be a good distraction 
for you." 

Jan slipped the book in his jacket pocket and the two men left the building, stopping off at Smallwood's office on 
the way because Bruce wanted to learn who the two new men watching the building would be. 

"It will be two men experienced in surveillance, don't worry.” The Cl assured him. He read the names and Bruce 
nodded in approval; he was acquainted with both officers. "One man will take O'Connell's place at the end of the 
block and the other will be stationed in the back room of the confectioners across the alley from the fire 


escape." 


Bruce made to leave the office but Smallwood called him back, lowering his voice and glancing into the hallway 
where Jan stood reading some posters on the wall, "Bruce, | don't have to remind you to keep your 
perspective, do |?" 

Bruce frowned, "What do you mean?" 

Rod lowered his voice even further, "Just this: I've seen you work with a dozen crime victims and you've 
always remained strictly professional. But this case is different. Gers isn't a victim, but he's a potential victim, 
and you have to keep in mind that even our best efforts may be unable to protect him. You can't afford to 


become personally involved." 


"What are you getting at, Rod?" Bruce challenged, crossing his arms defiantly. "Are you implying | can't do my 
job?" 

Smallwood sighed, "No, not at all. But l'm not an idiot; | can see that you treat Gers differently than anyone 
else you've worked with. | just don't want to see you hurt, Bruce." 

Bruce bristled with indignation. As much as he respected and admired the Chief Inspector, he felt the old man 


was overstepping himself. "I can look out for myself, Smallwood!" 


"Just don't forget your job is to protect Gers! And only to protect him, so stop staring at his arse!" 
Bruce's mouth fell open, but at that moment Jan stepped into the office. "I nearly forgot, Bruce - | need to 
pick up some groceries on the way home." 

With a backward glare at Smallwood, Bruce left the room, "We'll stop at a shop. Lets get the fuck out of 
here!" 

Bruce was quiet on the drive and Janick left him to it, only speaking up when Bruce took a turn he didn't 
recognize, "Where are we going?" 


| want to stop at my flat for some clean clothes" he pulled the car in front of a modest townhouse. "Come on 


up." 

Jan followed Bruce, curious. The flat was actually half of the building but the space itself was minimal, with 
only basic furniture and very few personal touches. There were a few framed photos on the sideboard, 
however, and as Bruce was in his bedroom stuffing clothes into his knapsack, Jan looked them over. 

"Is this your Grandfather?" he asked, picking up one of the photos showing a man in an RAF uniform standing 
with planes visible in the background. 


Bruce looked up, "Yeah. He was an ace pilot - he was really proud of his service record” 


‘Surprised you didn't go into the RAF rather than the army," Jan commented, carefully placing the picture 
back where he'd found it. 

"| wanted to, but if | did I'd have wanted to be a pilot and | didn't pass the exams, so | had to settle for the 
army," Bruce hoisted his overfilled backpack on his shoulder. "Would you do me a favor, Jan, and grab that 
television set?" He indicated a small portable television on a table near the settee. "We may as well have some 
entertainment.” 

Jan complied, noting that Bruce had unconsciously progressed from calling him ‘Gers’ to ‘Janick' and now to 
‘Jan’. He realized he was smiling to himself. 

Janick found that having a television available did help distract him and the two men spent the evening 


watching a variety of different programs. Janick learned that Bruce wasn't particularly interested in football 


but enjoyed documentaries and was quite knowledgeable about several subjects. Bruce, in turn, discovered that 
Jan was a bit of an elitist when it came to music and dismissed most pop music as uninspired garbage, 
something Bruce readily agreed with. The two were so engaged in conversation that when Bruce's radio chirped 
they didn't notice, only hearing it after it after the sound repeated. 

"What?" Bruce was somewhat irritated with himself for missing the call the first time and took it out on the 
officer on the other end. "When? Right, stay in the background, but follow him. Tell Warrick he has to cover 
your post until you get back. And keep me updated every five minutes!" 

He clicked off, speaking now to Jan. "The man across the alley saw someone skulking around behind the building. 
Probably just a homeless person looking for a place to sleep, but he's checking it out. It was too dark to see if 
he was dressed like The Pilgrim." 

Jan had almost been able to push the danger aside while he and Bruce relaxed in front of the TV, but it came 
back to him in full force now. He wanted to accept Bruce's probable explanation, but he had never seen 
homeless people in the neighborhood before. 

"Hey, don't worry," Bruce correctly read Jan's expression. "This means no one can get near this building without 
our seeing him, right? That should be reassuring!" 

"It is, " Jan agreed, "but still, someone was out there." 


"It could have been anyone,” Bruce reminded him. "There's no reason to believe it's connected to us." 

For the following half-hour Bruce got regular updates from the man following the unknown figure. The man 
stayed in the shadows so the policeman was unable to get a good look, keeping to the alleys for several blocks, 
then he vanished. 

"Vanished!?" Bruce exclaimed when the man made the report. "What do you mean vanished? People don't just 
vanish!" He listened for a minute, then sighed. "All right, Canfield. You did all you could. Better get back to your 
post now." Bruce clicked off, mumbling to himself, "He fucking lost him!" 

"What happened," Jan was on edge and his curiosity was high. 

"He says the man stepped into an alcove behind a theater and disappeared. There were no doors or hiding 
places, but the man just wasn't there." 


"That's odd," Jan remarked. 

"He overlooked something, or just plain lost him," Bruce concluded. "He did say the man appeared to be wearing 
a long coat, but lots of people wear long coats." 

Jan stood and began walking back and forth, "I hate this, Bruce! Just sitting here knowing that someone is out 
there trying to get mel I'll be glad to go back to work tomorrow night; at least I'll have something to occupy 
my mind!" 

Bruce understood. Jan felt caged up and restless in his helplessness. He had been considering suggesting Jan not 
go to work for a while, it was much easier to guard him at the flat, but Jan's words made him discard that 
idea. Jan needed to get out, and they would have two undercover men in the area of the pub as well as 
himself so it would be safe enough. 

"Do you play cards?" Bruce asked suddenly. 


Jan stopped, looking at him uncomprehendingly for a moment, "Um, yeah, sometimes." 


Bruce was already digging in his knapsack, drawing out a worn deck of cards, "Gin or poker?" 


Jan was forced to laugh and stopped his nervous pacing, "Whatever you like. | doubt | can concentrate enough 
to play either one very welll" 

To Jan's surprise though, the card game had the desired effect. The two men played until midnight, interrupted 
only by the team outside checking in with Bruce every half hour. Nothing else unusual was reported and 
eventually Jan began to feel he could sleep, his system compensating at last for the restless nights and stress. 
Readying for bed, he was surprised to see Bruce unrolling the sleeping bag. 

"You know you can sleep in the bed if you like." Jan had hoped that after the previous night sharing the bed 
would be a matter of course. 

"Oh, uh... thanks, but I'd better not." 

"Okay" Jan tried unsuccessfully to keep the disappointment from his voice. 

Bruce noticed, sitting cross-legged on the sleeping bag and looking up to where Jan sat on the edge of the bed, 
"| mean, I'd like to, but Rod gave me a bit of a talking-to this afternoon about professionalism. It's damned hard 
to remain professional when I'm sharing a bed with youl" 

Bruce hadn't intended to say that and he found himself uncharacteristically flustered, fussing with his pillow to 
hide his embarrassment. Jan was silent, and at last Bruce looked up to see the other man looking at him, an 
unreadable expression in his gray eyes. 

Something passed unseen between the two men, a sort of unspoken understanding, but Bruce opened his mouth 
to speak his radio chirped. ‘Saved by the bell, he thought as he keyed the mic. 

"Yeah?" He suddenly stood, fully alert. "What do you mean you saw a shadow on the roof?! Arent you watching 
the stairs?" He listened for a moment. "I don't care if you have to show yourself, check it out. Now!" 

Bruce hurriedly pulled on his jeans, grabbing his jacket and extracting the small gun briefly to check it. Jan 
quailed at the sight of the gun. 

"Wait, where are you going?" 

lm not leaving the building, don't worry," Bruce threw on his jacket. "Come with me, if you want." 

‘Damned right I'm coming with you, Jan thought, following the other man out into the hallway outside the door 
to stand at the head of the enclosed stairs. As Jan's was the only flat in the building there were no other 
doors and the area was lit by a dim ceiling light. Bruce motioned for silence and the two men stood stock-stil, 
listening intently. At one point Jan thought he heard a shuffling sound and from Bruce's expression he knew 
he'd heard it too, but there was no other sound aside from distant traffic noise for several minutes. When 
Bruce's radio beeped again, Jan visibly jumped. They returned to the apartment and Bruce was talking on the 
radio when suddenly Jan's heart froze. A small piece of paper lay exactly in the center of the kitchen table - a 
paper that definitely had not been there ten minutes ago. 


Chapter Seven 
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"Bruce!" Jan gasped, pointing to the paper. 

Bruce galvanized into action, drawing his gun again and meticulously searching the rooms before even examining 
the paper. Jan stood rooted where he was; he felt unable to move. The two of them had been outside the 
room for no more than ten minutes and mere feet from the only door, yet someone had been in there! How 
was that possible?! Was The Pilgrim some sort of ghost? It was ridiculous, but that was his first thought. 
Jan watched as Bruce pulled a small camera from his backpack and took photos of the room, the table, and the 
paper before pulling on a pair of vinyl gloves and approaching it. He didn't need to pick it up to read it. 
"JANICK," it read, "YOU'RE THE PRETTIEST ONE YET" 

The words were perfectly cut from some sort of flyer or newsletter and pasted to the paper so methodically 
it almost looked like a ruler had been used. 

Jan read over Bruce's shoulder and felt a wave of dizziness wash over him. This was proof, if any further 
proof was needed, that he was indeed a target of this madman. He sat abruptly in the kitchen chair, his knees 
giving out beneath him. 

Bruce was already on the phone, waking Chief Inspector Smallwood at his home at |:00 AM. and outlining the 
situation. 

"Right. Right, Ill tell Janick. After he finishes work at the pub? Are you sure he should even go to work?" 
Bruce sounded doubtful. "All right, | suppose that will be enough men. Call me when the arrangements are 
made." 

Bruce hung up and turned where Jan sat still trying to wrap his head around this latest development. "Rod 
says it's time to move you to a safer location He'll have it arranged so we can go there straight from the 
pub tomorrow night. He seems to think that you will be safe enough at work if he puts extra men on the 
detail. | don't like it, though. If it were up to me, I'd take you to a safe location right now!" 


"I want to go to work tomorrow, Bruce. | want to do what | would normally do and at least pretend for a few 
hours that this isn't happening." He shook his head, still unable to comprehend it. "How did he do it, Bruce? How 
the hell did he put that note there? We weren't more than twenty feet away!" 

"| don't know, mate," Bruce admitted. "Once we get you moved into a safe house l'm going to have a team come 
in here and do a professional search. Knock on the walls, look for hidden doors, everything. But first, we have 
to get you to a safer place! He's getting bolder, Jan. He's never made contact like that before. It feels like he's 
losing control over his impulses and taking crazy chances. We'll have an evidence team go over the note of 
course, but I'm sure it's like before - no prints. The letters he used could have been cut from anything.” 
Bruce was taking the note by the very corner and slipping it into a small plastic evidence bag. He radioed the 
men outside and appraised them of what had happened and told them to tighten the surveillance net and move 


in a bit closer to the building. 

"| don't want to stay here, Bruce," Jan said, sinking down on his bed. "I feel like someone is watching, like 
someone is listening to every word we say." 

Bruce appeared to think about this, then moved over to sit next to Jan, speaking quietly. "If he is listening he 
would know I'm a cop and that we're onto him. If he knew that he wouldn't be bold enough to leave a note, so | 
don't think he's listening, and I've checked for cameras and microphones. I'll check again right now." 

Bruce jumped up and went through the entire flat, even unscrewing heating vents and checking electrical 
outlets. The apartment was small and sparsely furnished so it didn't take long. 

It seems to be clear," he said, returning to sit next to Jan on the bed, "but like | said, I'll have the place 


checked thoroughly after we get you out of here." 


"When you move me," Jan asked nervously, "are you still going to be staying with me?" 

Bruce smiled, "It's my case, isn't it" Then he put an arm around Jan's shoulder. "Of course I'll still be there, 
mate. You're stuck with me until this thing is over!" 

"Good!" Janick breathed out with relief. He wasn't sure he could handle this situation without the detective's 
calming presence and decisive guidance. 

Bruce still sat with his arm draped across Janick's shoulder. "Actually," he said a little hesitantly, "when this is 


all over and we have The Pilgrim locked away where he belongs, l.. I'd like for you and me to stay in touch." 


"Really?" Jan turned to face the other man in surprise. 

"Well, it wouldn't be a conflict of interest then, would it?" Bruce reasoned. 

"For the two of us to be friends, you mean?" 

"Yes, friends. Or..." Bruce hadn't intended to say any of this but he'd started and he'd be damned if he would 
back down now, "or maybe we could go out some time.” 

"Go out?l" Jan looked at Bruce with something akin to amazement. 

Bruce removed his arm, certain he'd offended Jan "I shouldn't have said that. Forget | said anything. | didn't 
mean to make you uncomfortable." 

"You didn't," Jan had regained his equilibrium now. Bruce's words had taken him completely by surprise. "I'm not 
uncomfortable, | just.. | wasn't expecting you to say that." 

Bruce made to get up from the bed but Jan grabbed his arm, "Wait... | didn't say | wasn't interested. | just 
can't think about anything like that right now.. | can't even think ahead to this being over and getting on with 
my life. It feels like if | start thinking ahead and looking forward to something like that, I'll somehow jinx 
everything and something bad will happen" 

Bruce sat back down, "I can understand that. And | apologize. It was inappropriate for me to say anything." 
Bruce suddenly felt Jan's hand close around his, "Don't apologize. This murderer is making me feel like an object, 
like a piece of meat. It makes me feel good to think you'd want to go out with me. It makes me feel human" 
Bruce smiled at Jan, speechless for a moment under that clear gray gaze. "Janick? This may seem like a 
ridiculous question in light of what | know about your relationship with lan Gillan, but.. are you gay?" 

‘It's not ridiculous at all. And before | met lan I'd have said I'm not. Now, though... | think | must be bisexual." 
"You were never with a man before Gillan?" Bruce was surprised. 

"I'd fooled around with guys. Quick hand jobs from the band in the back of the van and stuff like that. But | 
didn't think of it that way; it was just playing around. | dated girls too, so | never questioned if | was gay." 


"I knew in school," Bruce said quietly, lying back against the pillows. "Though | suppose you could say l'm bi, too, 
because I've been with girls and liked it. But with another bloke it's.. different.” 

Jan was quiet. The room was lit only by one lamp and despite the knowledge that somehow a killer had managed 
to invade the apartment not once but twice, with Bruce next to him Jan felt almost at ease. "If you read the 
report | wrote about my time with lan, you know that he only wanted to.. to go down on me." Jan finally said. 
"He never asked for anything from me, and he never suggested doing anything else," 

‘| haven't had a chance to read the report," Bruce said, "but | do know that the other young men we 
interviewed said something like that as well. So, you and Gillan never actually." Bruce trailed off, unsure how to 
ask what he wanted to know. 

Jan was quiet for what felt like a long time. "lan never suggested it," Jan paused, then added, "but | did." 

Bruce turned his head to face Jan, "You...?" 

"It was the weekend he told me he was leaving for Hong Kong," Jan said. "|. | don't know what possessed me to 
say it, but | told him it would be all right. We.. we spent the weekend together." 

Bruce digested this information. "Were you in love with him, Janick?" he found himself asking. 

"No," Jan didn't hesitate. "I liked him. He was kind to me, and thanks to him | no longer have to sleep in 
doorways. | appreciated him for helping me learn more about myself, but that was all" Jan was quiet for a 
moment before asking, "Was it like that with you and your Colonel?" 

"No, not really. That was just sex. It was a coincidence that two men who like other men were stationed 
together, and things just happened. He wasn't my first, but he was my first since school. It did help me realize 
that these feelings hadn't gone away just because I'd grown up, though." 

They fell silent, each lost in thought. Janick was still amazed that his attraction to Bruce seemed to be mutual, 
but with the specter of The Pilgrim looming over him he couldn't think clearly at the moment. With his hand 
clasped in Bruce's, Jan fell asleep surprisingly easily. 

EK 

The men were awakened by the shrill ringing of the phone. At some time during the night Bruce had once again 
assumed a big spoon position and had an arm wrapped around Jan's waist, but the abrupt ringing made both 
men sit upright. The clock said it was just after 8:00 AM. 

Bruce got out of bed to grab the phone and Jan tried to pretend he didn't notice the tenting in the man's 
jogging pants from a morning erection Bruce brought the phone back to the bed and sat on the edge. 

"Yeah?" he said into the receiver, scrubbing a hand across a nights growth of whiskers. "Oh, morning, Rod. 
Damned early, isn't it? You do? Okay, we can come in later to hear more about it. Right." 

He hung up and swung his legs back into bed, scooting closer to Janick. "Rod might have a lead on this Blackie 


character. He's got some photos and would like you to have a look" 


‘lm not sure I'd recognize him," Jan warned. "I've never seen him clearly and it was always at a distance." 

"He knows that, but maybe something will ring a bell. We can head down there in a while. | have to give that 
note to the evidence lab anyway. Also, you're going to want to pack up some of your stuff so we can go to 
the safe house right after work" 

It didn't take Janick long to throw some clothes in a duffel bag while Bruce showered and shaved. Bright 
autumn sunlight flooded the little flat through the one tall window and Jan stood looking down at the street as 
he waited. Though fewer detectives were watching the house during the daytime than at night, he knew they 
were concealed nearby but he saw no indication of them. Ordinary pedestrians were going about their business 


on the pavement below and the normalcy of the scene almost saddened Jan. These people had normal lives; 


jobs, friends, families. Most of them had probably read or heard about The Pilgrim, but to them it was just 
another news story. He envied their ignorance. 
Bruce emerged then, drying his hair with a towel, "Everything okay?" 


"Yeah," Jan managed a smile. "Just wishing this was over." 


"We'll get this maniac, Jan," Bruce came over to stand with him by the window. He hadn't put his shirt on yet 
and Jan could feel the damp warmth of him and smell his freshly shampooed hair. 

Janick turned to face the other man, and in an instant, they both knew what was going to happen The kiss was 
soft, just a light touch of the lips, but Janick felt a current run through his body. It was something more than 
sexual excitement- it was somehow deeper. He had never experienced anything like it before and the sensation 
lingered even after Bruce moved away. 

"Come on," Bruce's voice was soft, "we'd better go down to the office because if we stay here another minute 
l'm going to do something that will cost me my job!" 

"No it wouldn't," Jan surprised himself by saying, "because no one would ever know." 

Bruce looked at Jan for a long moment, his mind filled with images of what he wanted to do with this man. He 
wanted to kiss him again, and again. He wanted to take him over to the bed and make love to him until they 
both collapsed from sheer exhaustion, but the rigid discipline from years in the military and with the police 
forced him to rein himself in. 

"We can't, Jan. Not now; not until this thing is over. Then.." he left the sentence unfinished, but they both 
recognized the promise in the unspoken words. 

Jan took a deep breath, knowing Bruce was right. The kiss still tingled on his lips as they went downstairs to 
Bruce's car and drove to police headquarters. 

Cl. Smallwood ushered them into his office and perched on the edge of his desk to speak. "We found several 
people from Gillan's University who could potentially call themselves Blackie but when we followed up on them, 
only one stood out. A man named Richard Blacker was a year above Gillan in school and there was mention in 
his school records of his being anti-social and withdrawn. He was a near-genius and obtained advanced degrees 
in architecture and urban planning but seems to have made few, if any, friends. We faxed the info to Hong 
Kong for Gillan to look at, but due to the time difference we haven't heard back yet. Meanwhile, we have a 
fairly recent photo of the man" 

He picked up a manila folder and extracted photocopied sheets, passing one to Bruce and Janick. The first was a 
copy of a newspaper clipping from an architectural trade journal showing a group of men at some sort of 
banquet. 

"The one at the far left is Blackers," Smallwood pointed to a slender dark-haired man in a black business suit 
standing a bit apart from the others. The photo was somewhat grainy but they could see that he wore his 
hair longish and had short facial hair. He had an air of boredom about him, not looking at the proceedings but 
rather gazing off into the distance. 

The second sheet showed a photo of even poorer quality that seemed to be a frame from a closed-circuit 
camera "We learned that he's employed with a firm concerned with preserving and restoring Victorian 
buildings," Rod told them, "so we obtained the C.C. footage from the security company employed by the office 
building where they're located. Unfortunately, we couldn't get any better shots than this one and dared not 


approach his colleagues for fear we would tip him off" 


The photo was of the same man walking down a wide hallway away from the camera. He was again wearing all 
black and he was carrying a briefcase. 
"These are worthless, Rod," Bruce tossed them on the desk. "What else are you doing about this man?" 


"There isn't much else | can do until we hear something from Hong Kong," Rod admitted. "If Gillan confirms his 
identity we'll be able to consider him a potential suspect and bring him in for questioning, but until then my 
hands are tied" He turned to Janick. "I know you haven't had a good look at the man stalking you, but is there 
anything at all about the man in these photos that stands out?" 

Jan studied both photos, considering it. "The build is about right," he admitted, "and | did get the impression 
that the guy had longish hair, but aside from that it could be anyone." 

Rod seemed to expect that would be Jan's response, "We're trying to find a better photo and | have someone 
doing a detailed background check on Blackers, but it really hinges on what Gillan will say. Meanwhile, Janick, 
we've arranged for you to stay at a secure townhouse not far from the station. We keep this location 
reserved for important witnesses, valuable informants, or persons such as yourself whose safety we believe 
is at risk" He handed Bruce a note with the location of the house. "This house is fitted out with the latest 
security measures, alarm system, motion-sensitive cameras around the perimeter - the works. We will still 
have a small detail of men watching the exterior as well. Normally we have a detective whose job is specifically 
to stay with the people we house there, but Bruce has requested to be kept in that capacity. Even though," he 
gave Bruce a pointed look, "he would be of greater value in the field obtaining info on Blackers". 

"| don't want to leave a job half-done," Bruce said, not meeting the Chief Inspector's eye. Jan suppressed a 
smile, believing that he knew why Bruce requested to continue staying with him. The two detectives spoke for 
some time about Blackers and bandied about some names of other men they'd eliminated as suspects but they 
could come up with no fresh clues. Jan listened in, wanting to learn all he possibly could about this case since 
it concerned him so closely, but at length they left the police building. As always, Bruce had to radio their 
movements to the surveillance team, even when they stopped for some takeaway for lunch. 

Back at Jan's flat they ate lunch and talked, and Jan was amazed at how comfortable he felt in Bruce's 
company. There was an easy chemistry between them, the conversation flowed naturally and instinctively 
though there was also an undercurrent of what could only be called sexual tension When Jan excused himself 
to shower and get ready for work he didn't miss the glint in Bruce's sharp brown eyes when he stripped off 
his shirt as he walked to the bathroom. 

It was typically the slowest night of the week at the pub, a night when Jenkins generally had Janick order 
supplies and organize the stock. There were only a half dozen patrons present when they arrived and Bruce 
found a small out-of-the-way table where he could keep an eye on things without being conspicuous. He'd dug 
a folder from his ever-present knapsack and was pouring over some papers. 

Jan was dusting the shelves of bottles behind the bar when Jenkins approached him. "I don't mind, don't get me 
wrong, but is your cousin going to be here every night you work?" 

"He has nothing else to do while l'm at work; he doesn't know anyone in town," Jan improvised quickly. 

"Hmmm." the old man mused, "Well, no harm in it, | suppose. | was hoping to get a start on inventory tonight, 
since its so slow. When you finish there, could you take a count of the supplies in the cellar?" 

"No problem," Jan assured him. Doing inventory would keep his mind focused on the task at hand. He'd been 
dismayed by the sparsity of customers, knowing his mind would start straying toward worry if he wasn't kept 
busy. 


Dusting the shelves, moving and replacing the bottles and glassware, was a time-consuming task and it was 
some time before Jenkins took over the bar, allowing Jan the opportunity to begin taking inventory. The 
majority of the backstock was kept in the small cellar beneath the pub accessible by a stairway off Jenkin's 
office, so Jan gathered the necessary notebooks, sparing a glance to where Bruce still sat engrossed in 
paperwork before heading to the cellar. 

Though the building had been updated and modernized over the years, it was an old building and the cellar was 
much as it had been when it was built - a small, rather dank room with stone walls lined with shelves filled 
with cases of spirits and beer. Jan was several minutes into his task when he sensed something different in 
the room. 

"Ah, Janick," a soft voice said from directly behind him, "we finally meet!" 

Before Jan could react or turn around, a foul-smelling cloth was thrust over his face. He was instantly 
unconscious. 

XE% 

Bruce was going over the preliminary information Smallwood had provided regarding Richard Blackers. Something 
was nagging at the back of his mind, something that he felt was important but he couldn't quite put his finger 
on it. He re-read the report, then looked up to where Jan had been cleaning behind the bar a few minutes 
before. 

Jan wasn't there. Instead, old Jenkins was pulling pints for a handful of patrons who had just arrived. He waited 
until the old man had moved down the bar, then approached him. 

"Where's Janick?" 

"Helping me with the inventory. Must be down in the cellar." 

That nagging feeling tugged at Bruce's mind again, "How long has he been down there?" 

Jenkins paused, "I don't know. Half an hour, maybe." 

"Show me where the cellar is!" 


Bruce's tone had been demanding and Jenkins bristled, "Customers aren't allowed down there, mate!" 


Bruce felt uneasy; his instincts told him something was wrong. He lowered his voice and slipped his identification 
across the bar for Jenkins to see, "I'm not a customer, I'm Inspector Dickinson with the Met. Janick could be in 
grave danger! Now, where is the fucking cellar?" 

Jenkin's eyes opened wide, comprehension dawning, "Right this way," he was instantly compliant. 

Narrow, dimly lit wooden stairs led down to the tiny room and Bruce felt his heart constrict. Janick was clearly 
not there. A case of beer lay open on the stone floor, one or two bottles broken and leaking. Bruce was keying 
his mic even as he scanned the room for other signs of a struggle. 

"Gers has vanished! Tighten the cordon, search the alleys and every doorway and rooftop on the block!" He 
sprinted up the stairs and grabbed the phone in the office, dialing Smallwood. Within minutes half a dozen police 
had arrived, some uniformed and some plain-clothed detectives, and the small storeroom was being examined 
thoroughly. 

Bruce felt as though his heart had turned to ice. Despite all their efforts, Janick was taken. Somehow, The 
Pilgrim got him. A bout of nausea twisted at Bruce's gut as images of the previous victims flashed through 
his mind. He'd let Janick down. He'd promised to keep him safe, and he'd failed. Goddamn it, no! Not Janick! 


Chapter Eight 


Author's Notes: 
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~*~ Chapter Eight ~*~ 

Janick woke gradually to a pounding headache and a disagreeable taste in his mouth. He groaned and tried to sit 
up, only to find that he couldn't. He opened his eyes, wincing as his head throbbed, and found that he was tied 
to something that resembled a dentist chair with straps around his arms, wrists, knees, and ankles. He turned 
his head and felt his blood turn to ice. He was in a room lit only by candles, dozens and dozens of candles in 
tall candleholders, and the shadows stretched beyond the feeble light. But now he was transfixed by the figure 
sitting calmly a few feet away staring at him intently. He knew at once that he was face to face with The 
Pilgrim. 

The man didn't move or speak, he just sat watching Janick with eyes glittering beneath the rim of a tall, 
rounded hat. The rest of his attire was just as bizarre - a frilled white shirt showed beneath the lapel of a 
fitted coat of a style worn centuries ago, and tight-fitting black pants encased the crossed legs. Janick saw a 
face with Guy Fawkes facial hair and a small, petulant mouth, a hooked nose, and hooded eyes. 

Minutes passed and the man didn't move. Finally, Jan could take it no longer. "Where am |? Who are you?" 

At last the man moved, uncrossing his legs and sitting upright. He didn't answer Jan's question but finally spoke 


in a soft, almost singsong voice. "My name isn’t important. If you must call me something, you may call me 


Beloved." 


‘ll be damned if I'll call you that! Jan thought, but wisely didn't say it aloud. "Why did you bring me here?" 
"To learn about you, my dear Janick," the man said. "To learn why he preferred you. No one has been able to 
answer that question yet. Why you?" 

Jan had no idea what he was talking about but knew he had to play along and keep the man talking, though in 
the back of his mind he was certain he wasn't going to get out of this situation alive. "What do you want?" 
Again, The Pilgrim ignored the question, instead standing and coming closer to the chair. "You are a pretty one, 
| will admit that. It's going to be a joy to get to know you better." With that, he reached out a gloved hand and 
ran the fingertips lightly up Jan's arm. Jan couldn't stop himself from flinching. 

The Pilgrim saw and scowled, "Oh, don't you want to play? You played willingly with him though, didn't you? 
They all did, of course, but some swore they only did it for the money. You liked it though, didn't you Janick?" 
Jan's head pounded and he was unable to follow the madman's words. He shook his head, not replying. He was 
confused, realizing that he'd been subdued with some sort of drug that was making it difficult to think 
coherently. 

"Where am |? How did | get here?" 


A small, tight smile ghosted across the man's lips, "| have my ways, dear Janick. | think you'll find that l'm 
quite resourceful." He took a step closer still and leaned over Jan's chair, his fingertips running up Jan's jean- 
clad leg now almost to his crotch, "Very resourceful indeed! You may learn to like me, dear boy. You may learn 
to like me as much as you liked him!" 

"Him? Who? Bruce?" It was the only person Jan could think of at the moment. 

"Bruce!" The man drew back with a scowl, disdain in his voice. "The man who's been staying with you, the man 
you say is your cousin? What do | care about him!" 

"Who are you talking about then?" Jan asked, his voice hoarse. He was terribly thirsty, the foul taste in his 
mouth making him parched. 

‘lm talking about the man | love! The only man I've ever loved!" The Pilgrim was growing agitated and Jan 
regretted asking him anything. "He wanted nothing to do with me! He went with all the other boys, but never 
me! And | want to know why! I've taken the boys he liked, I've played with them to see why they were so 
special. But they weren't special, Janick! In the end, they weren't special at alll" 

Jan stayed silent, letting the maniac rant. Suddenly through the fog in his mind, it dawned on him - this man 
was talking about lan! The Pilgrim believed himself to be in love with lan and had been abducting and murdering 
the escorts in some sort of sick experiment to discover why lan had preferred them over him! Horror washed 
over him and he swallowed back the bile that rose in his throat. He fervently wished that Bruce hadn't 
described the condition of the previous victims so graphically. 

Almost as if he was reading Janick's mind the Pilgrim stood to one side and swept his arm dramatically to the 
left. In the dim light Jan could barely make out a long wooden table with an elaborate candelabra in the center. 
Beneath the candles sat a row of small specimen bottles. Jan's stomach knotted. He couldn't see clearly, for 
which he was thankful, but he knew what the bottles contained. 

"Not special at all," the man repeated almost sadly this time, shaking his head, "but perhaps you are special, 
Janick. It will be a pleasure to find out!" 

RK 

Bruce was frantic with fear, but he channeled that fear into efficiency. The pub had been closed and was now 
being used as a temporary police workstation with a dozen personnel busily setting up a detailed search of the 
area. Another crew were in the cellar going over everything with a fine-toothed comb. Rod Smallwood had 
arrived as well as other members of The Pilgrim task force and equipment was being set up to coordinate the 
search via radio. There was still time, Bruce kept telling himself. It had been less than two hours since Jan 
vanished. There was still time to save him. 

C. |. Smallwood was on his bulky mobile phone arranging for the search to be broadened and ordering that 
Richard Blackers be brought in for questioning. He phoned Hong Kong directly and asked that lan Gillan be 
located and brought into the offices there to review the information on Blackers immediately. He had just got 
off the phone when a detective popped his head out of the pub office. 

"Chief Inspector! We've found something!" 

In the cellar, Bruce stared in astonishment. The man had discovered a small concealed doorway behind one of 
the shelves, ingeniously made to fit in perfectly with the rock wall. It slid open silently, obviously maintained and 
recently used. This was it, Bruce realized. This is what had been bothering him. Blackers was an expert on old 
buildings! Both this building and Janick's apartment were built in roughly the same time period. Blackers would 
have intimate, detailed information about the construction of these buildings at his disposal. 

"Don't go in until we can assemble a response team!" Smallwood cautioned. "If we rush in, we will be jeopardizing 


Gers' safety." 


‘If he's still alive’, Bruce thought. A brief moment of absolute desolation swept through him at that thought, 
but he pushed it aside. 

At that moment Smallwood's mobile chimed. He answered, listened, then swung into action. "Assemble an SFO 
team!" On his radio, he barked out an order to find and apprehend Richard Blackers. "That was Hong Kong," he 
told Bruce. "Gillan confirmed it - Blackers is the man he knew in schooll" 

EK 

Jan chafed, surreptitiously trying his restraints. They weren't uncomfortably tight, but he could barely move 
at all. Blackers seemed to be distracted, moving about the room where Jan couldn't see him. When he 
approached the chair from behind and ran his fingers through Jan's hair, Jan started. 

"Now, don't be nervous, my dear," Blackers said, coming around to the side where Jan could see him. "This need 
not be unpleasant. We'll start slowly.’ 

Jan saw that he held an object in his hand and realized it was a long, thin knife, ornate like an ornamental 
dagger. Paralyzed with fear, he watched as Blackers trailed the tip of the knife up his thigh, at first lightly 
then with more force to where it sliced the fabric of his jeans. He felt a trickle of blood from where it had 
ricked the skin. The knife continued slowly, stopping just before reaching Jan's crotch. 

"There's pleasure in anticipation, Janick," The Pilgrim said almost conversationally. "There's pleasure in pain, as 
well" He lightened the pressure again and moved the point across Jan's crotch, barely grazing the denim of his 
jeans, his other hand toying with Jan's long hair. "We'll learn how much pleasure pain gives you, then you will 
learn how much pleasure you can give mel" He abruptly grasped Jan's hair and wrenched his head back, 
suddenly kissing him savagely on the lips. Completely focused on toying with Jan, he started convulsively when 
a voice spoke directly behind him. 

"Scotland Yard! Stand back and drop the knife!" 

Jan had squeezed his eyes shut when The Pilgrim kissed him and now he opened them in a daze. Six armed and 
uniformed men had silently entered the room, each with a gun trained on The Pilgrim. 

Bruce stepped forward from behind the team, barking an order to another policeman, "Cut him loose,” indicating 
Jan. He looked at Jan for a long moment, then turned to Blackers who had by now been handcuffed, grasping 
him by the throat and hissing into his face, "If you've harmed him, you son of a bitch, you won't live long 
enough to see prison!" 

"Dickinson!" Smallwood cautioned him sharply, appearing from behind the uniformed men. Bruce slowly released 
his grip but continued to glare at Blackers until the man was led from the room, then he rushed to where Jan 
had just been released from his bonds. Instead of speaking he simply clasped his arms around Jan 

"Thank God," he murmured, "Thank God we got here in time!" 

Jan felt his eyes fill with tears of relief, emotion overwhelming him. He returned the hug, feeling Bruce help 
steady him on his feet. He was shaking but couldn't seem to stop himself. 

"You're hurt," Bruce saw the thin red line of blood on the slashed jeans. "What did he do to you?" He put his 
hands on Jan's shoulders, looking at him intently. His eyes were suspiciously moist as well. 

"Just a scratch," Jan assured him. "He.. he was just getting started..." And with those words the realization of 
what could have happened overcame Jan and he swayed, feeling faint. 

Again Bruce steadied him, holding him with one arm over his shoulder and one hand on his arm as they left 
the crime scene crew to their work in the room. Jan couldn't stop shaking and police protocol dictated that he 
had to be checked out at a hospital. Bruce sat next to him in the backseat as Smallwood drove and stayed with 


him as he was examined and the long cut treated with antiseptics. Jan had to strip the slashed jeans off and 


was examined while only wearing his briefs but Bruce kept his eyes on Jan's face, holding his hand. It wasn't 
until they left the hospital and were heading to the police building that Jan managed to ask how they had been 
able to find him so quickly. 

Bruce briefly told of finding the tunnel door. "The pub used to be frequented by sailors and the tunnel was 
originally used to shanghai unsuspecting drunks," he explained. "Blackers worked with historic buildings so he 
would have been aware of that sort of thing. I'm willing to bet that your building has some sort of hidden 
entry of the same type. We'll find out tomorrow because its still scheduled to be searched. The more evidence 
we find against this fucker, the better!" 

"Where are we going now?" Jan suddenly realized he was exhausted. 

Smallwood chimed in from the driver's seat, "We have to get the case prepared and l'm afraid you'll have to 
come into headquarters tomorrow to fill out paperwork, but right now you need to recuperate. Since your flat 
is scheduled to be searched for evidence you'll have to stay in the safe house as originally planned tonight." 
"Good!" Jan found that he was very reluctant to return to the flat. Somehow, the place would always be 
associated with The Pilgrim in his mind "Um. don't need to be guarded anymore, do |?" He looked at Bruce, and 
the detective knew what was on Jan's mind. 

Ill stay with you, Jan. After an experience like this, you shouldn't be alone." Jan didn't see the knowing look Rod 
gave Bruce in the rearview mirror. 

The safe house turned out to be a very ordinary-looking townhome from the outside; it was only when Bruce 
keyed a series of complicated codes into a security system that the differences became apparent. Jan noticed 
two cameras zeroed in on the front door and was prompted to ask if there were cameras inside as well. 

"No," Bruce told him. "We don't invade people's privacy in that way unless they're suspected of a crime. You 
can relax in here." 

The interior was pleasant, if a bit impersonal like a hotel, and Jan laid his duffel next to Bruce's knapsack on 
the sofa. "At the moment | don't know if | can ever relax again," he confessed. He knew that this wasn't over, 
that there would be police interviews, reports to file, statements to sign, and court appearances to attend for 
some time to come. He sank onto the sofa. 

Bruce immediately sat next to him, taking his hand, "Janick, I'm sorry. I'm so sorry." His voice sounded close to 


breaking. He looked down at their clasped hands. "I promised | wouldn't let him get you, and | failed” 


"Bruce, look at me," Bruce raised his head and his expression tore at Jan's heart. "You did everything you 
possibly could There was no way you could have known about a tunnel to the cellar! If it weren't for you, I'd 
still be there..." a shudder ran through Jan at the thought and Bruce turned to him, clasping his arms around 
him. 

I'd have found you, love. If | had to tear this city down brick by brick, I'd have found youl" Neither of them 
acknowledged the endearment, but they were both aware of it. They were silent for several minutes, each 
letting the night's events sink into their consciousness. 

"He's crazy, Brucel" Jan finally said, quiet horror in his soft voice. "He fancied himself in love with lan all these 
years! He captured the blokes lan had been with because he was trying to figure out why lan wanted them 
over himself!" 

"Shh." Bruce placed a fingertip over Jan's lips. "Don't dwell on it; try not to think about it. He'll never hurt 


anyone again." 


Jan was shaking his head. "There were jars on a table in that room..." 


"| saw them. Don't think about it, please, love!" Bruce leaned in and placed a soft kiss on Jan's cheek. "People 
who have been through what you went through tonight often need counseling to cope with it. If you think that 
may help.” 


"| can't think that far ahead right now," Jan sighed. "I can't think at alll!" 
Bruce got up, pulling Jan up by the hand, "Come on, then. Lets go to bed. You're emotionally, physically, and 
psychologically exhausted" 


Jan obediently let Bruce lead him into a bedroom. Jan was sitting numbly at the edge of the bed when Bruce 
returned with their bags. 

"You're still thinking about it!" Bruce mock-scolded him. 

| can't help it! To think there are people like that in the world, people so twisted they think they can justify 
doing things like that to innocent people! It's terrifying. How can you do it, Bruce?" Jan turned to him in genuine 
wonder. "How can you deal with people like that day in and day out?!" 

Bruce sat next to him, "If | stopped to think about it, | couldn't. | have to turn off all emotion like | did in the 
army and become like an automation. The problem is," Bruce sighed, "I'm scared to death that one day I'll find 
out | can't feel anything anymore!" 

"That won't happen to you," Jan sounded certain of his words. 

Bruce looked at him, "How can you be so sure?" 

Jan smiled, "Look at how you were when | met you. You were brash, rude, arrogant, and cocky! And look at us 
now. You're taking care of me better than even my mother could right now. You have a heart, Bruce; a huge 
heart." 

"Maybe | have, at that" Bruce said thoughtfully, "because you've awakened it!" 

Their gaze locked and neither felt they could look away. The kiss came slowly, but this time rather than ending 
as just a gentle touch it intensified. Bruce reached out and drew Janick closer, wrapping his arms around him 
and deepening the kiss, feeling Jan's tongue tentatively seek his own. A surge of dizzying desire coursed 
through him making him feel lightheaded, and when the kiss finally ended he was breathless. 

"We shouldn't, Janick," He forced himself to say. "Not now, not after what you've been through tonight” 

Jan's eyes were dark with desire and he shook his head, momentarily unable to form words. "No, Bruce, this is 
just what | need now," he managed after a moment. "I need to feel normal, to feel human; | need to feel like | 
can start living without fear again! | need.. | need you!" All thoughts of weariness vanished when Bruce's lips 
met his again and he moaned into the kiss as Bruce's hand slid up his arm and cupped the back of his head, 
fingers threading through his hair. He felt the hard muscles of Bruce's back against his palms as he pulled the 
detective closer and his hands found their way beneath Bruce's shirt, the flesh warm and smooth to his touch. 
‘Its only been a few days since we met," Bruce gasped between kisses, "but it feels like I've been wanting you 
forever!" 

Janick's response was to move his kisses down Bruce's neck and throat, his hands still exploring beneath 
Bruce's shirt until Bruce broke away momentarily to tear off the shirt and toss it aside. Janick's hands now 
ran through soft, straight chest hair and he felt Bruce slipping off his own shirt. They were lying back on the 
bed now, their kisses fervent and wild and Bruce's hand moved down to slide across Jan's groin 

The effect was instant and electrifying. Mere hours ago a man held a knife point there and now he was 


experiencing the touch of someone who desired him and wanted only to make him feel good. Without 


consciously thinking about it, Jan reached down to unzip his jeans and slide them down his hips. 

Bruce sat back and watched, his breath catching as he saw how excited Jan already was. The fabric of his 
briefs was straining against a pronounced erection and now Bruce reached out almost reverently, cupping his 
hand against the heat, his other hand on Jan's face. 

"Are you sure, Janick?" The sight of the gauze bandage the nurse had applied to the long cut on Jan's thigh 
caused him to again question the wisdom of doing this so soon after Jan's ordeal. 

"Yes.." Jan practically moaned, reaching down to Bruce's zipper and attempting to lower it. The denim was so 
tight against Bruce's erection that Bruce had to assist him, easing the jeans down. Both clad now only in briefs, 
their lovemaking took a slower pace, with deep, languid kisses as they explored one another. Part of Janick's 
mind couldn't believe he was doing this so soon after enduring such a horrible experience, but that part was 
pushed aside by a desire that seemed to take him over completely, making him almost wanton. 

When he first felt Bruce lightly stroke his erection through his briefs Jan moaned aloud, unconsciously pushing 
against Bruce's hand seeking more contact, more friction Bruce responded by sliding his hand beneath the 
waistband of the briefs and closing his fist softly around Jan. The sound Jan made urged him on and he slipped 
the briefs down, freeing Jan. 

"Now you," Jan breathed in his ear. "| want you to be naked too!" 

Bruce was only too happy to comply. Within seconds they were completely nude and wrapped in an embrace, 
their engorged members hot against one another's skin Bruce was kissing his way down Jan's chest, marveling 
at the smooth white skin and sparse, fine body hair. When he reached Jan's nipples he learned that this was an 
especially sensitive area for Jan and he took his time there until Jan was a moaning mess of desire. Then he 
moved lower until he took Jan into his mouth. The only other man to do this for Janick had been lan and while 
lan had been an expert in the art of fellatio, with Bruce it was unlike anything Jan had ever experienced before. 
"Stop..." he forced himself to speak, though with difficulty. "Stop .. | want to.. to do that for you too!" 

Jan had never gone down on a man; even during that last weekend with lan he had been the passive partner 
and had allowed lan to do as he pleased But he had a strong impulse to return the pleasure Bruce was giving 
him and as he began to kiss and explore Bruce's body he found he couldn't get enough. Bruce wasn't a big man 
but was well-muscled with an abundance of body hair and, as Jan soon learned, his lack of height was not 
reflected elsewhere on his anatomy. Pushing back a momentary doubt that he could accommodate Bruce, Jan 
worked his way into the act with tentative kisses and licks until he felt ready to draw him into his mouth. 
Bruce's response was strong and immediate as he gasped and threaded his fingers through Jan's tangled hair. 
He moved around to where he could reach Jan as well and within what felt like a very few minutes Jan's 
orgasm flooded through him like an unstoppable force, triggering Bruce's own climax. Unused to the taste, Jan 
nearly choked with the force of it until he realized he liked it, then eagerly swallowing and cleaning Bruce as 
Bruce was doing for him. 

Bruce moved back up to lay with Janick, pilling him into his arms. Before he could regain his breath to speak 
Janick kissed him, a soulfully deep kiss that he returned with enthusiasm. 

‘| want to do so much more with you," Bruce breathed once he regained his senses, "but not now. This is 
enough for now; this was incredible, Janick" 

Jan was still nuzzling into Bruce's neck, giving lazy little nips and kisses. "We will do more. | want to do 
everything with youl" At the moment, though, he felt so satiated he didn't want to move. He felt himself 
drifting into sleep even as he felt Bruce press a soft kiss to his forehead. 

Jan awoke with a jolt, sitting upright with his heart pounding, sweat beading on his limbs. For one long panicked 
moment he looked around at the strange room, then he felt the warmth of Bruce sleeping at his side. He took 


a deep breath. The faint sound of a garbage collection truck came from the street outside and he realized that 
this was what had wakened him, but even as he recognized that he still felt the echo of the panic. He had been 
living with his nerves on edge for the past week and then had his worst fears realized when he was abducted, 
but hadn't considered there may be long-term effects of the experience. He remembered Bruce mentioning 
that some crime victims benefitted from counseling but at the time the words hadn't registered in his 
consciousness. He had always been easygoing, going easily with the flow of life without undue worry, and he 
hoped that this experience hadn't changed that. 

As his heartbeat returned to normal he lay back down and Bruce half-awakened, reaching out to pull him 
closer. "You all right, love?" 


He moved closer into Bruce's embrace. "I am now." 


Chapter Nine 
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~*~ Chapter Nine ~*~ 

Janick jumped awake with a small cry, his hand flying to his chest. He looked around the darkened room blankly 
before realizing it was the ringing of the phone that awakened him. Bruce sat up as well and gave him a 
concerned look, reaching for the phone with one hand as the other sought Janick's beneath the covers. 

"Yeah? Yeah, we'll be there. What? Ah.. | thought it was something like that. Right, you can fill us in when we 
get there." He hung up and turned to Jan, pulling him in for a kiss. 

"That was Rod. We have to go in to fill out paperwork this afternoon. And they discovered how Blackers was to 
get into your flat without anyone seeing him. It seems that when the building was first built the rooms had I2 
foot high ceilings, and at some point the ceilings were lowered to the present height. When they renovated, 
they simply build a second ceiling, leaving an empty space between the old ceiling and the new. Blackers must 
have found the old blueprints or something and managed to make a little den in that space." 


"But how was he able to get into the flat?" Jan still didn't understand. 
"The ceiling panel in your closet had been loosened and made into a sort of trap door. He must have been 
lurking in the ceiling and slipped down into the flat when he had the opportunity.” 


Jan shuddered. The idea that this madman could have been mere feet above him any time as he lived and 
slept unsuspectingly was bone-chilling. 

Bruce felt the shudder and turned Jan to face him with a gentle fingertip, "Its all right now, love. Rod told me 
that Blackers signed a full confession, all the time babbling about his love for Gillan and how he was being 
persecuted simply for being gay. | have no doubt that that's how he sees it in his own twisted mind. He's 
undergoing psychiatric evaluations now to determine if he's fit to stand trial." 

Jan nodded, wishing he could feel some sympathy for the deluded man but he couldn't. The memory of the 
razor-sharp knife running up his leg was too fresh in his mind. His hand unconsciously went to the gauze 
bandage and Bruce noticed that as well. 


"Is the cut bothering you? If you think it's getting septic, we'll have it looked at" 


Jan smiled, his heart warming. To think that the caring, solicitous man at his side was the same cocksure 
smart-ass who had sought him out at work only one week before. He squeezed Bruce's hand. 

"What time do we have to be at the police office?" It was after 10:00 AM. now. 

"Anytime this afternoon," Bruce told him. 

Janick nodded, snuggling closer to Bruce. the two sat in companionable silence for a few minutes enjoying their 


newfound closeness. Bruce felt Jan's finger stroking his stomach and spoke. 


‘| have to confess I'm having misgivings about what happened between us last night..." He began. He wasn't 
prepared for Jan's sudden movement as the blonde quickly withdrew his hand and moved away. He realized that 
the other man had misunderstood him and he reached for his hand. 

"Let me finish! | only mean that we should have waited until you've had time to deal with what you've been 
through! | wanted you so badly and we rushed into things, but | should have given you more time!" 

Janick relaxed, his wary look fading. "I didn't want more time, Bruce. | wanted you badly too and making love 


with you was the best way for me to cope with everything. If you regret being with me..." 


No!" Bruce hastened to assure him, clasping both hands now and facing Jan squarely. "I absolutely don't regret 
anything - | just don't want you to think | took advantage of youl” 

Jan gave a soft laugh, "I'd never think that. | meant what | said last night, Bruce. You have a good heart" 
Bruce looked into those gray eyes and felt himself melting, "I want to give you that heart, Janick. l'm falling in 
love with youl" He didn't intend to say it aloud, he felt it was too soon, but it was out there now. 

Jan moved close again until they were inches apart, studying Bruce's face. "I never though it would happen," he 
finally said, his voice little more than a whisper," but I'm falling in love with you, too!" 

They were soon making love, and it became obvious to Bruce that Jan wanted to go all the way. They both had 
very limited experience with this, but they took their time, learning as they went, the excitement and 
anticipation burning like a long fuse on a keg of dynamite. Janick had learned he liked this during his weekend 
with lan but Bruce was taking him to heights he couldn't have imagined, and when they were sated they only 
rested a while and began all over again. 

XE% 

The two were slightly late arriving at C. |. Smallwood's office but the Chief Inspector was not a stickler for 
promptness. If he noticed the faint love bites on Bruce's neck or the sated look in their eyes when they looked 
at one another, he didn't comment on it. 

"| won't keep you long, Janick, | can imagine how rattled you must still be by these events. As | told Bruce, 
Blackers has made a confession, admitting to abducting and murdering a total of nine young men over the past 
dozen years. Several of his victims were still officially listed as missing persons but he is cooperating fully in 
helping us locate their remains." Smallwood gave a grimace. "He said it would be ‘lovely to see them again." 
"The fucker is completely barmy!" Bruce muttered, shaking his head. Janick only shuddered, moving subtly 
closer to Bruce. 

| very much expect he'll be found incompetent and locked away in a psychiatric prison for the rest of his life," 
Smallwood confessed candidly. He turned to Janick. "Bruce told you what was found when your flat was 
inspected?" 

Janick nodded, "Something about a hidden area between the old ceiling and the newer one?" 

Rod nodded, "It appears that Blackers went through some effort creating a space there. He told us he worked 
on it while you weren't home, making a removable panel in your closet ceiling so he could sneak into your flat. 
Apparently he finished it only shortly before Bruce moved in, and with two men present he dared not use it 
much." 

Janick felt a chill run through him, and Bruce gave him an empathetic look. Smallwood then brought out the 
official case report and asked Jan to read it over carefully, verify its accuracy, then sign it. It was very 
detailed and it took some time, but by late afternoon Bruce and Jan were allowed to leave, Bruce with a 


knapsack bulging with official paperwork he needed to fill out concerning his part in the case. 


It wasn't until they were in Bruce's car in the parking structure that Bruce turned to Jan "Well, where to, 
mate?" 

Jan was expecting and dreading the question He knew there was no justification in his staying at the safe 
house any longer but the thought of going back to his flat filled him with reluctance. "I guess | have to go 


home." 
"You don't seem terribly enthusiastic about it" 


lm not," Janick said flatly. "| can't imagine how I'll ever be comfortable there again, especially now that | know 
about the space in the ceiling. 


"The search crew sealed it off and cleaned up after themselves," 
Bruce reminded him. 


"I know, but... well, there's no use in debating it, | have nowhere else to go. I'm seriously thinking of going home." 


"Home?" Bruce asked, unable to keep the alarm from his voice. "You mean back to your hometown up north?" 
He'd pulled out into traffic by now but was driving slowly in the direction of Jan's flat. 

"| really haven't much choice," Jan reasoned. "I'm not comfortable in my flat and can't afford a different one. 
My hopes of a music career haven't come to anything. | enjoy working at the pub, but | know I'll never be able 
to bring myself to go into the cellar there again so | won't be able to perform my job properly. There isn't any 
reason to stay in London" 


Bruce was silent for the rest of the drive, but his mind was in turmoil. He wasn't good at sorting his emotions 
and right now they were churning around within him in a mass of confusion. He'd just found Janick and the idea 
of losing him left a hole inside Bruce that he found unbearable. He wanted to continue seeing Janick, he wanted 
to try to build something lasting with him, and this was a feeling he'd never experienced before. 

They arrived at Jan's building, but before Jan could get out of the car Bruce reached over and took his hand. 
If you feel you have to leave town I'll understand, but | want you to stay. This may sound daft, but if you're 
not comfortable in your flat and need a place to live, you can come to live with me." 

Jan's eyes widened in surprise. He'd been focused on the immediate problem of living in a place where he'd been 
actively stalked by a serial killer and hadn't thought beyond that to consider Bruce. The two of them had 
something very special between them; he had no doubt about that. Moving back to his hometown and leaving 
Bruce in London wasn't something he wanted to do; he just felt he had no choice. Now Bruce was offering him 
a choice, but was it something he should really consider? As strongly as he felt about the detective, the two 
of them were virtual strangers. 

Bruce misinterpreted Janick's look. "I know what you must be thinking - that | only want you to live with me so 
we can sleep together. Janick," he took Jan's other hand, looking earnestly into his eyes, "I swear to you that's 
not the reason | suggested this. | just want to get to know you better. You're the most incredible person I've 
ever met." 

Jan returned the look. He saw warmth and sincerity in Bruce's eyes and heard it in his voice, and he rushed to 
assure him of that. "I know you weren't thinking that, and | appreciate the offer. | want to get to know you 
better too, and | think it would be wonderful to live with you. But...” 


"But what?" Bruce was anxious to hear what Jan's reservations were. 

Jan took a breath; it was hard for him to think with Bruce sitting so closely holding his hands. He wasn't sure 
how to best articulate what he was feeling. "It's just that.. | think this experience has affected me more than | 
realized. | feel like I'm constantly looking over my shoulder and jumping at every strange sound. It may take 
time for me to come to terms with everything.” 

Bruce knew what Jan was trying to say because he felt the same way himself. "Then you certainly shouldn't 
live alone!" Bruce reasoned. "If it would be easier for you, we can live as roommates. Just roommates. My flat 


has a second bedroom" 


Jan had to smile, "Bruce, if you think | would be able to live with you and keep my hands off you, you're very 
much mistaken!" The more he thought about it, the less it seemed like a crazy idea. "All right, let's try it!" 
RK 

Moving in with Bruce may have seemed like a rash and impulsive decision at first, but Janick soon realized that 
without Bruce's constant support he would have struggled to come to terms with what had happened to him - 
and what could potentially have happened had the police not arrived when they did. The very first night after 
moving his belongings in, Bruce made it clear that he wasn't going to pressure Jan in any way, and though they 
shared a bed they went to sleep after only a few gentle kisses. When Jan awakened in a cold sweat a few 
hours later still shaking from a dream he couldn't remember, Bruce held him and talked with him about 
everyday things, about music, football, even the weather until Jan felt calmer. 

The following morning Jan awakened feeling well-rested and safe with Bruce's arm across his stomach, spooning 
him from behind. Jan turned to face the sleeping man and was moved with emotions he couldn't define, desire 
coupled with deep warmth and a sense of belonging. He pressed a kiss to Bruce's forehead and Bruce awakened. 
They made love slowly, Bruce was still cautious and hesitant because of Jan's trauma, but it was soon obvious 
that Janick wanted to go all the way. Though Jan had only experienced this a few times during that last 
weekend with lan he knew he enjoyed it, but with Bruce there was an emotional aspect that enhanced the act 
beyond his wildest expectations. 

Janick was eager to get his life back to normal and one week after the abduction he and Bruce ventured to the 
pub to speak with Jenkins, who told Jan that he could return to work whenever he felt ready. He assured Jan 
that he wouldn't expect him to go into the cellar and told him that if he felt uncomfortable with any situation 
at work he only had to say so. It turned out that Jenkins was a war veteran and understood all too well how 
certain events can leave lasting marks on the psyche. 

"Customers have been asking for you, lad," he told Jan. "There was a bloke in here a few nights ago asking for 
you specifically; he said you'd auditioned for his band, but he hadn't been able to reach you to talk about it” 
Jan was puzzled for a moment, then Jenkins told him the man's name was Steve and Jan remembered the 
band he'd had high hopes of joining just before The Pilgrim had turned his life upside down. He'd given Steve 
the pub's phone number since at that time he didn't have a phone himself, but since he'd been off work, they 
had obviously missed connecting with one another. Steve had left his number with Jenkins, who gave it to Jan. 
Driving home later the two men discussed the possibility of Janick renewing his efforts to become a 
professional musician. 

Bruce was cautious. "You're still having nightmares, love, and | know you get jumpy when someone gets too 
close behind you in the pubs and shops. Are you sure you're ready?" 


"I think this might be the best way to confront these stupid fears," Jan told him. 


"They aren't ‘stupid fears’," Bruce hastened to put in. "We've had to learn a bit about this at work. It's called 
Post Traumatic Stress Disorder and it's very real and very common with people who've been through life- 
threatening situations. It often takes years of therapy for people to get over, and l'm not sure that anyone 
ever gets over it entirely." 

They'd arrived home now and Jan hung his jacket on the hook by the door then turned to Bruce, "! don't need 
therapy; | have you. | want to do this Bruce. Playing guitar is part of who | am." 

Bruce came over and put his hands on Jan's shoulders, looking him in the eyes, “Then I'm behind you one- 
hundred-percent! | want you to be happy, love." 

Jan smiled, "I am happy. How could | not be when you call me ‘love'?" 

Bruce gave a wry smile, "I try not to do that, but it just slips out. | know it must sound ridiculous." 


"No, it doesn't," Jan said simply. "Not if you feel it” 
Bruce leaned in and kissed him softly, "I do love you, Janick. | think | fell in love with you the moment | first 


saw you." 


"| love you, too. At first | wondered if | was just infatuated with you because you saved my life, but that isn't 
it. It's much deeper than that." 

That night their lovemaking reached new levels that neither of them believed were possible. Janick's sleep was 
peaceful and nightmare-free and the next morning he called the number Steve had left with Jenkins. 


~ie~te~ THE END ~~~ % 


